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A TRAMP ABROAD. 



CHAPTER I. 

One day it occurred to me that it had been many 
years since the world had been aflForded the spectacle 
of a man adventurous enough to undertake a journey 
through Europe on foot. After much thought, I 
decided that I was a person fitted to furnish to man- 
kind this spectacle. So I determined to do it. This 
was in March, 1878. 

I looked about me for the right sort of person 
to accompany me in the capacity of agent, and 
finally hired a Mr. Harris for this service. 

It was also my purpose to study art while in 
Europe. Mr. Harris was in sympathy with me in 
this. He was as much of an enthusiast in art as I 
was, and not less anxious to learn to paint. I desired 
to learn the Grerman language ; so did Harris. 

Towards the middle of April we sailed in the 
' Holsatia,' Captain Brandt, and had a very pleasant 
trip indeed. 

TOL. I. B 
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2 Frankfort 

After a brief rest at Hamburg, we made prepara- 
tions' for a long pedestrian trip southward id the soft 
spring weather, but at the last moment we changed 
tbe programme, for private reasons, and took the 
ezprees train. 

We made a short halt at Frankfort-on-the-Main, 
and found it an interesting city. I should have 
liked to visit the birth-place of Guttenberg, but it 
could not be done, as no memorandum of the site 
of the house has been kept. So we spent an hour 
in the G-oethe mansion instead. The city permits 
this bouse to belong to private parties, instead of 
gracing and dignifying herself with the honour of 
possessing and protecting it. 

Frankfort is one of the sixteen cities which have 
the distinction of being the place where the follow- 
ing incident occurred. Charlemagne, while chasing 
the Saxons (as Ae said), or being chased by them 
(as ihe^ said), arrived at the bank of the river at 
dawn, in a fog. The enemy were either before him 
or behind him ; but in any case he wanted to get 
across, very badly. He would have given anything 
fox a guide, but none was to be had. Presently he 
saw a deer, followed by her young, approach the 
water. He watched her, judging that she would 
seek a ford, and he was right. She waded over, 
and the army followed. So a great Frankish victory 
or defeat was gained or avoided ; and in order to 
cODunemorate the episode, Charlemagne commanded 
a city to be built there, which he named Frankfort, 
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Cheap Cigars, 3 

— the ford of the Franks. None of the other cities 
where this event happened were named &om it. 
This is good evidence that Frankfort waa the first 
place it occnrred at. 

Frankfort has another distinction, — it is the 
birthplace of the Crerman alphabet: or at least of 
the German word for alphabet — Bvxh^Ujhefo. They 
Ea; that the first movable types were made on birch 
sticks — Bucfistabe, — hence the name. 

I was taught a lesson in political economy in 
Frankfort. I had brought from home a box con- 
taining a thousand very cheap cigars. By way of 
experiment, I stepped into a little shop in a queer 
old back street, took four gaily decorated boxes of 
wax matches and three cigars, and laid down a silver 
piece worth 48 cents. The man gave me 43 cents 
change. 

In Frankfort everybody wears clean clothes, and 
I think we noticed that this strange thing was the 
case in Hamburg too, and in the villages along the 
road. Even in the narrowest and poorest and most 
ancient quarters of Frankfort neat and clean clothes 
were the rule. The little children of both sexes 
were nearly always nice enough to take into a body's 
lap. And as for the uniforms of the soldiers, they 
were newness and brightness carried to perfection. 
One could never detect a smirch or a grain of dust 
upon them. The street car conductors and drivers 
wore pretty uniforms which seemed to be just out 
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4 Rhine Legends. 

of the bandbox, and their manners were as fine as 
their clothes. 

In one of the shops I had the luck to stumble 
upon a book which has chaxmed me nearly to death. 
It is entitled ' The Legends of the Rhine from Basle 
to Eotterdam,' by F. J. Kiefer ; traOBlated by L. W. 
Gamham, B.A. 

All tourists mention the Rhine legends,— ^in that 
sort of way which quietly pretends that the men- 
tioner has been familiar with them all his life, and 
that the reader cannot possibly be ignorant of them, 
— but no tourist ever tells them. So this little book 
fed me in a very hungry place ; and I, in my turn, 
intend to feed my reader, with one or two little 
lunches from the same larder. I shall not mar 
Gamham's translation by meddling with its English ; 
for the most toothsome thing about it is its quamt 
fashion of building English sentences on the Gennan 
plan, — and punctuating them according to no plan 
at all. 

In the chapter devoted to * Legends of Frankfort,' 
I find the following : 

* THE KKAVE OF BEBQEN. 

' In Frankfort at the Romer was a great mask- 
hall, at the coronation festival, and in the illuminated 
saloon, the clanging music invited to dance, and 
splendidly appeared the rich toilets and charms of 
the ladieS} and the festively costumed Princes and 
Knights. All seemed pleasure, joy, and roguish 
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The Knave of Bergen. 5 

gayety, only one of the nuirieions guests had a gloomy 
exterior ; but exactly tbe black aroiour in \rhich he 
talked about excited general attention, and his tall 
figure, as well as the noble propriety of Ms move- 
menta, attracted especially the regards of tbe ladies. 
Who the Knight was ? Nobody could guess, for his 
Yiziet was well closed, and nothing made him re- 
cognisable. Proud and yet modest he advanced to 
the Empress ; bowed on one knee before her seat, 
and begged for the favour of a waltz with the Queen 
of the festival. And she allowed his request. With 
light and graceful steps he danced through the long 
saloon, with the sovereign who thought never to 
have found a more dexterous aud excellent dancer. 
But also by the grace of his maimer, and fine con- 
versation he knew to win the Queen, and she graciously 
accoi-ded him a second dance for which he begged, 
a third, and a fourth, as well as others were not 
refused him. How all regarded the happy dancer, 
how many envied him the high favour ; how in- 
creased curiosity, who the masked knight could be. 

' Also the Emperor became more and more excited 
with curiosity, and with great suspense one awaited 
the hour, when according to mask-law, each masked 
guest must make himself known. This moment 
came, but although all others had unmasked; the 
secret knight still refused to allow his features to be 
seen, till at last the Queen driven by curiosity, and 
vexed at the obstinate refusal ; commanded him to 
open his Vizier. He opened it, and none of the 
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6 The Knaves Audacity. 

high ladies and knights knew him. But from the 
crowded spectators, 2 officials advanced, who re- 
cognised the hlack dancer, and horror and terror 
spread in the saloon, as they said who the supposed 
knight was. It was the executioner of Bergen. 
But glowing with rage, the King commanded tje 
seize the criminal and lead him to death, who had 
ventured to dance with the Queen ; so disgraced 
the Empress, and insulted the crown. The culpable 
threw himself at the feet of the Emperor, and said, — 

* Indeed I have heavily sinned against all noble 
guests assembled here, but most heavily against you 
my sovereign and my queen. The Queen is insulted 
by my haughtiness equal to treason, but no punish- 
ment even, blood, will not be able to wash out the 
disgrace, which you have suffered by me. Therefore 
oh King 1 allow me to propose a remedy, to eflace 
the , shame, and to render it as if not done. 
Draw your sword and knight me, then I will throw 
down my gauntlet, to every one who dares to speak 
disrespectfully of my Hug. 

' The Emperor was surprised at this bold proposal, 
however it appeared the wisest to him ; " You are 
a brave knave," he replied after a moment's con- 
sideration, " however, your advice is good, and dis- 
plays prudence, as your offence shows adventurous 
courage. Well then " — and gave him the knight- 
stroke — " so I raise you to nobility, who begged for 
grace for your offence now kneels before me, rise 
as knight; knavish you have acted, and Knave of 



C,q,t,=cdbvG00g[C 



Its Success. 7 

Bergen shall you be called henceforth," and gladly 
the Black knight rose. Three cheers were given in 
honour of the Emperor, and loud cries of joy testified 
the approbation with which the Queen danced still 
once with the Knave of Bergen,' 
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CHAPTER II. 



Wb stopped at an hotel bjtlie railway station. Next 
morning, as we sat in my room waiting for breakfast 
to come up, we got a good deal interested in some- 
thing which was going on over the way in front of 
another hotel. First, the personage who is called 
the portier (who is not the porter, but is a sort of 
first-mate of an hotel) ' appeared at the door in a 
spick and span new blue cloth uniform, decorated 
with shining brass buttons, and with bands of gold 
lace around his cap and wristbands; and he wore 
white gloves, too. He shed an official glance upon 
the situation, and then began to give orders. Two 
women servants came out with pails and brooms and 
brushes, and gave the sidewalk a thorough scrubbing; 
meanwhile two others scrubbed the four marble 
steps which led up to the door ; beyond these we 
could see some men-servants taking up the carjret 
of the grand staircase. This carpet was carried 
away and the last grain of dust beaten and banged 
and swept out of if; then brought back and put 
' 6ee Appendix A. 
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Great Preparations. 9 

down again. The brasa stair rods received an ex- 
hauetive polishing and were returned to their places. 
Now a troop of servants brought pots and tubs of 
blooming plants and formed them into a beautiful 
jungle about the door and the base of the staircase. 
Other servants adorned all the balconies of the 
various stories with flowers and banners ; others 
ascended to the roof and hoisted a great flag on a 
staff there. Now came some more chambermaids 
and retouched the sidewalk, and afterwards wiped 
the marble steps with damp cloths, and finished by 
dusting them off with feather brushes. Now a 
broad black carpet was brought, out and laid down 
the marble steps and out across the sidewalk to the 
kerbstone. The porter cast his eye along it, and 
found it was not absolutely straight ; he commanded 
it to be straightened ; the servants made the effort 
— made several efforts, in fact — but the ■portier 
was not satisfied. He finally had it t^ken up, and 
then he put it down himself and got it right. 

At this stage of the proceedings a narrow, bright 
red carpet was unrolled and stretched from the 
top of the marble steps to the kerbstone, along the 
centre of the black carpet. This red path cost the 
portier more trouble than even the black one had 
done. But he patientiy fixed and refixed it until it 
was exactly right and lay precisely in the middle of 
the black carpet. In New York these performances 
would have gathered a mighty crowd of curious and 
intensely interested spectators; but here it only 
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lo Landing a Monarch. 

captured an audience of half-a-dozen little boys, 
who stood in a row across the pavement, some with 
theii school knapsacks on their backs and their 
hands in their pockets, others with arms full of 
bundles, and all absorbed in the show. Occasionally 
one of them skipped irreverently over the carpet 
and took up a position on the other side. This 
always visibly annoyed the portier. 

Now came a waiting interval. The landlord, in 
plain clothes, and bareheaded, placed himself on the 
bottom marble step, abreast the portier who stood 
on the other end of the same steps ; six or eight 
waiters, gloved, bareheaded, and wearing their 
whitest linen, their whitest cravats, and their finest 
Bwallow-tails, grouped themselves about these chiefe, 
but leaving the carpetr-vray clear. Nobody moved or 
spoke any more, but only waited. 

In a short time the shrill piping of a coming 
train was heard, and immediately groups of people 
began to gather in the street. Two or three open 
carriages arrived, and deposited some maids-of- 
honour and some male officials at the hotel. Pre- 
sently another open carriage brought the Grand- 
Duke of JBaden, a stately man in uniform, who wore 
the handsome brass-mounted, steel-spiked helmet of 
the army on his head. Last came the Empress of 
Germany and the Grand-Duchess of Baden in a 
close carriage ; these passed through the low bowing 
groups of servants and disappeared in the hotel, ex- 
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Heidelberg. 1 1 

bibiting to ua only the backs of their heads, and 
then the show wa» over. 

It appears to be as difficiilt to land a monarch ae 
it is to launch a ship. 

But as to Heidelbej^. The weather was growing 
pretty warm — very warm, in fact. So we left the 
valley and took quarters at the Schloss Hotel, on the 
hill, above the Castle. 

Heidelbei^ lies at the mouth of a narrow goi^ 
— a gorge the shape of a shepherd's crook ; if one 
looks up it be perceives that it is about straight for 
a mile and a half, then makes a sharp curve to the 
right and disappears. This goi^ — along whose 
bottom pours the swift Neckar — is confined between 
(or cloven through) a conple of long, steep ridges, a 
thousand feet high and densely wooded clear to 
their summits, with the exception of one section 
which has been shaved and put under cultivation. 
These ridges are chopped off at the mouth of the 
gorge, and form two bold and conspicuous headlands, 
with Heidelberg nestling between them ; from their 
bases spreads away the vast dim expanse of the 
Ehine valley, and into this expanse the Neckar goes 
wandering in shining curves, and is presently lost to 
view. 

Now, if one turns and looks up the gorge once 
more, he will see the Schloss Hotel on the right, 
perched on a precipice overlooking the Neckar, — a 
precipice which is so sumptuously cushioned and 
draped with foliage that no glimpse of the rock ap- 
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12 Heidelberg Castle. 

pears. The building seems very airily situated. It 
has the appearance of being on a shelf halfway up 
the wooded mountain side ; and as it is remote and 
isolated, and very white, it makes a strong mark 
against the lofty leafy rampart at its back. 

This hotel had a feature which was a decided 
novelty ; and one which might be adopted with ad- 
vantage by any house which is perched in a com- 
manding situation. This feature may be described 
as a series of glass-enclosed parlours clinging to the 
outBide of the house, one against each and every 
bedchamber and drawing-room. They are like long, 
narrow, high-ceiled bird-cages hung against the 
building. My room was a comer room, and had two 
of these things, a north one and a west one. 

From the north c^e one looks up the Neckar 
gorge ; from the west one he looks down it. This 
last affords the most extensive view, and it is one of 
the loveliest that can be imagined, too. Out of a 
billowy upheaval of vivid green foliage, a rifle-shot 
removed, rises the huge ruin of Heidelberg Castle,' 
with empty window arches, ivy-mailed battlements, 
mouldering towers — the Lear of inanimate nature, — 
deserted, discrowned, beaten by the stonna, but royal 
still, and beautiful. It is a fine sight to see the 
evening sunlight suddenly strike the leafy declivity 
at the Castle's base and dash up it and drench it as 
with a luminous spray, while the adjacent groves are 
in deep shadow. 

: See Appendix B. 
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Heidelberg 6y Night. 13 

Behind the Castle swells a great dome-shaped 
hill, forest-clad, and beyond that a nobler and loftier 
one. The Castle looks down upon the compact 
brown-roofed town; and from the town two pic- 
turesque old bridges span the river. Now the viev 
broadens ; through the gateway of the sentinel bead- 
lands you gaze out over the wide Rhine plain, which 
stretches away, softly and richly tinted, grows gradu- 
ally and dreamily indistinct, and finally melt£ imper- 
ceptibly into the remote horizon. 

I have never enjoyed a view which had such a 
serene and satisfying charm about it as this one 
gives. 

The first night we were there, we went to bed 
and to sleep early ; but I awoke at the end of two 
or three hours, and lay a comfortable while listening 
to the soothing patter of the rain against the bal- 
cony windows. I took it to be rain, but it turned 
out to be only the murmur of the restless Neckar, 
tumbling over her dikes and dams &r below, in the 
gorge. I got up and went into the west balcony and 
saw a wonderful sight. Away down on the level, 
under the black mass of the Castle, the town lay, 
stretched along the river, its intricate cobweb of 
streets jewelled with twinkling lights ; there were 
rows of lights on the bridges ; these fiung lances of 
light upon the water, in the black shadows of the 
arches ; and away at the extremity of all this fairy 
spectacle blinked and glowed a massed multitude of 
gas jets which seemed to cover acres of ground; it 
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14 Lost in the Woods. 

■was ae if all the diamonds in the world had been 
spread out there. I did not know before, that a half- 
mile of sextuple railway tracks could be made such 
an adornment. 

One thinks Heidelberg by day — with its sur- 
roundings — is the last possibility of the beautiful ; 
but when he sees Heidelberg by night, a fallen 
Milky Way, with that glittering railway constellation 
pinned to the border, he requires time to consider 
upon the verdict. 

One never tires of poking about in the dense 
woods that clothe all these lofty Xeckar hills to their 
tops. The great deeps of a boundless forest have a 
beguiling and impressive charm in any country ; but 
German l^ends and fairy tales have given these an 
added charm. They have peopled all that region 
with gnomes, and dwarfs, and all sorts of mysterious 
and uncanny creatures. At the time I am writing 
of, I had been reading so much of this literature that 
sometimes I was not sure but I was beginning to 
believe in the gnomes and fairies as realities. 

One afternoon I got lost in the woods about a 
mile from the hotel, and presently fell into a train 
of dreamy thought about animals which talk, and 
kobolds, and enchanted folk, and the rest of the 
pleasant legendary stuff ; and so, by stimulating my 
&ncy, I 6nally got to imagining I glimpsed small 
flitting shapes here and there down the columned 
aisles of the forest. It was a place which was pecu- 
liarly meet for the occasion. It was a pine wood, 
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Intervuwed by a Raven. 15 

with so thick aud soft a carpet of biown needles that 
one's footfall made no more sound than if he was 
treading on wool ; the tiee-trtmks were as round and 
straight and smooth as pillars, and stood close to- 
gether ; they were bare of branches to a point abont 
twenty-five feet above ground, and from there upward 
so thick with boughs that not a ray of sunlight could 
pierce through. The world was bright with sunshine 
outside, but a deep and mellow twilight reigned in 
there, and also a silence so profound that I seemed 
to hear my own breathings. 

When I had stood ten minutes, thinking and 
imagining, and getting my spirit in tune with the 
place, and in the right mood to enjoy the super- 
natural, a raven suddenly uttered a hoarse croak over 
my head. It made me start ; and then I was angry 
because I started. I looked up, and the creature was 
sitting on a limb right over me, looking down at me, 
I felt something of the same sense of humiliation and 
injury which one feels when he finds that a human 
stranger has been clandestinely inspecting him in his 
privacy and mentally commenting upon him. I eyed 
the raven, and the raven eyed me. Nothing was said 
during some seconds. Then the bird stepped a little 
way along bia limb to get a better point of observa- 
tion, lifted his wings, stuck his head far down below 
his shoulders toward me, and cioaked again — a croak 
with a distinctly insulting expression about it. If he 
had spoken in English he could not have said any 
more plainly than he did say in raven, ' Well, what 
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1 6 A Decided Defeat. 

do you want here ? ' I felt as foolish as if I had 
been caught in some mean act by a responsible being, 
and reproved for it. However, I made no reply ; I 
would not bandy words with a raven. The adversary 
waited a while, with his shoulders still lifted, his 
head thrust down between them, and his keen bright 
eye fixed on me ; then he threw out two or three 
more inaults, which I could not understand, further 
than that I knew a portion of them consisted of 
languf^e not used in church. 

I still made no reply. Now the adversary raised 
his head and called. There was an answering croak 
from a little distance in the wood, — evidently a croak 
of inquiry. The adversary explained with enthusi- 
asm, and the other raven dropped everything and 
came. The two sat side by side on the limb and dis- 
cussed me as freely and offensively as two great 
naturalists might discuss a new kind of bug. The 
thing became more and more embarrassing. They 
called in another friend. This was too much. I saw 
that they had the advantage of me, and so I concluded 
to get out of the scrape by walking out of it. They 
enjoyed my defeat as much as any low white people 
could have done. They craned their necks and 
laughed at me (for a raven can laugh, just like a 
man), they squalled insulting remarks after me as 
long as they could see me. They were nothing 
but ravens — I knew that, — what they thought about 
me could be a matter of no consequence, — and yet 
when even a raven shouts after you, * What a hat I ' 
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' 0, pull down your vest ! ' and that sort of tbing, it 
hurts you and humiliates you, and there is no getting 
around it with fine reasoning and pretty arguments. 
Animals talk to each other, of course. There 
can be no question about that ; but I suppose there 
are very few people who can understand them. I 
never knew but one man who could. I knew he 
could, however, because he told me so himself. He 
was a middle-aged, simple-hearted miner who had 
lived in a lonely corner of California, among the 
woods and mountains, a good many years, and had 
studied the ways of his only neighbours, the beasts 
and the birds, until he believed he could accurately 
translate any remark which they made. This was 
Jim Baker. According to Jim Baker, some animals 
have only a limited education, and use only very 
simple words, and scarcely ever a comparison or a 
flowery figure ; whereas, certain other animals have 
a large vocabulary, a fine command of language and 
a ready and fluent delivery; consequently these latter 
talk a great deal ; they like it ; they are conscious 
of their talent, and they enjoy * showing off.' Baker 
said, that after long and careful observation, he had 
come to the conclusion that che blue-jaya were the 
best talkers he had found among birds and beasts. 
aid he : — 

' There's more to a blue-jay than any other 

creature. He has got more moods, and more 

different kinds of feelings than other creature ; and 

mind you, whatever a blue-jay feels, he can put 

VOL. I. c 
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■ i8 Blue-jays as Talkers. 

into language. And no mere commonplace language, 
either, but rattling, out-and-out book-talk — and 
bristling with metaphor, too — just bristling 1 And 
as for command of language — why ytra never eee a 
blue-jay get stuck for a word. No man ever did. 
They just boil out of him 1 And another thing : 
I've noticed a good deal, and there's no bird, or cow, 
or anything that uses as good grammar as a blue-jay. 
You may say a cat uses good grammar. Well, a cat 
does — but you let a cat get excited, once ; you let a 
cat get to pulling fur with another cat on a shed, 
nights, and you'll hear grammar that will give you 
the lockjaw. Ignorant people think it's the Tioise 
which fighting cat^ make that is so aggravating, but 
it ain't so ; it's the sickening grammar they use. 
Now I've never heard a jay use bad grammar but 
very seldom ; and when they do, they are as ashamed 
as a human ; they shut right down and leave. 

' You may call a jay a bird. Well, so he is, in a 
measure — because he's got feathers on him, and dont 
belong to no church, perhaps; but otherwise he is 
just aa much a human as you be. And I'll tell you 
for why. A jay's gifts, and instincts, and feelings, 
and interests, cover the whole ground. A jay hasn't 
got any more principle than a Congressman. A jay 
will lie, a jay will steal, a jay will deceive, a jay will 
betray ; and four times out of five, a jay will go back 
on his solemnest promise. The sacredness of an 
obligation is a thing which you can't crun into no 
blue-jay's head. Now, on top of all this, there's 
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another thing ; a jay can outswear any gentleman 
in the minsB. You think a cat can swear. Well, a 
cat can ; but you give a blue-jay a subject that calls 
for his reserve powers, and where is your cat ? Don't 
talk to im — I know too much about this thing. 
And there's yet another thing : in the one little 
particular of scolding — just good, clean, out-and-out 
scolding — a blue-jay can lay over anything, human 
or divine. Yes, sir, a jay is everything that a man 
is. A jay can cry, a jay can laugh, a jay can feel 
shame, a jay can reason and plan and discuss, a jay 
likes gossip and scandal, a jay has got a sense of 
humour, a jay knows when he is an ass just as weU 
as you do — maybe better. If a jay ain't human, 
he'd better take in his sign, that's all. Now Tm 
going to tell you a perfectly true fact about some 
blue-jays.' 
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CHAPTER III. 

baker's blue-jat tabn. 

'When I first beguD to underBtand jay language 
correctly, there was a little incident happened here. 
Seven years ago, the last man in thiB region hut me, 
moved away. There stands his house, — been empty 
ever since ; a log house, with a plank roof— just one 
big room, and no more ; no ceiling — nothing between 
the rafters and the floor. Well, one Sunday morn- 
ing I was sitting out here in front of my cabin, with 
my cat, taking the sun, and looking at the blue hills, 
and listening to the leaves rustling so lonely in the 
trees, and thinking of the home away yonder in the 
StateSgthat I hadn't heard from in thirteen years, when 
a blue-jay lit on that house, with an acom in his 
mouth, and says, " Hello, I reckon I've struck some- 
thing." When he spoke, the acorn dropped out of 
his mouth and rolled down the roof, of course, but 
he didn't care ; his mind was all on the thing he 
had struck. It was a knot-hole in the roof. He 
cocked his head to one side, shut one eye, and put 
the other one to the hole, like a 'possum looking 
down a jug; then he glanced up with his bright 
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eyeB, gave a wink or two with his winga — wbicli 
signifies gratification, you understand, — and says, 
" It looks like a hole, it's located like a hole,- — 
blamed if I don't believe it m a hole ! " 

' Then he cocked his head down and took another 
look ; be glances up perfectly joyful, this time ; 
winks his wings and his tail both, and says, " 0, no, 
this ain't no &t thing, I reckon I If I ain't in luck I 
— why it's a perfectly elegant hole I ' So he flew 
down and got that acorn, and fetched it up and 
dropped it in, and was just tilting bis head back, 
with the beavenliest smile on his face, when all of 
a Budden he waa paralysed into a listening attitude, 
and that smile faded gradually out of his countenance 
like breath ofTn a razor, and the queerest look of 
surprise took its place. Then he says, *'Why I 
didn't hear it fall ! " He cocked his eye at the bole 
again, and took a long look ; raised up and shook 
his head ; stepped around to the other side of the 
hole, and took another look &om that side ; shook 
bis head again. He studied a while, then he just 
went into the details — walked round and roimd the 
hole, and spied into it from every point of the compass. 
Ko use. Now he took a thinking attitude on the 
comb of the roof, and scratched the back of bis head 
with his right foot a minute, and finally says, " Well, 
it's too many for ?ne, that's certain ; must be a 
mighty long bole ; however, I ain't got no time to 
fool around here, I got to 'tend to business ; I reckon 
it's all right — chance it, anyway." 
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* So he flew off and fetched another acorn and 
dropped it in, and tried to Sirt his eye to the hole 
quick enough to see what become of it, but he was 
too late. He held his eye there as much as a minute ; 
then he raised up and sighed, and says, " Confound 
it, I don't seem to understand this thing, no way ; 
however, Fll tackle her again." He fetched another 
acorn, and done his level best to see what become of 
it, but be couldn't. He says, "Well, 1 never struck 
no such a hole as this, before ; I'm of the opinion 
it's a totally new kind of a hole." Then he begun 
to get mad. He held in for a spell, walking up and 
down the comb of the roof and shaking bis head 
and muttering to himself; but his feelings got the 
upper hand of him, presently, and he broke loose 
and cussed himself black in the face. I never see a 
bird take on so about a little thing. When he got 
through he walks to the hole and looks in again for 
half a minute; then he says, "Well, you're a long 
hole, and a deep hole, and a mighty smgular hole 
altogetiier — but Tve started in to fill you, and I'm 
d — d if I d/yiCi fill you, if it takes a hundred years I " 

' And with that, away he went. You never see 
a bird work so since you was bom. He laid into his 
work like a nigger, and the way he hove acorns into 
that hole for about two hours and a half was one of 
the most exciting and astonishing spectacles I ever 
struck. He never stopped to take a look any more 
— he just hove 'em in and went for more. Well, at 
last he could hardly flop Ms wings, he was so tuck- 
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eied out. He comes a-drooping dovn, once more, 
sweatiag like an ice-pitcher, drops his acorn in and 
Bays, " JVow I guess I've got the bulge on you by 
this time I" So be bent down for a look. If you'll 
believe me, when his head come up again he was 
jast pale with rage. He says, " I've shovelled acoms 
enough in there to keep the family thirty years, and 
if I can see a. sign of one of 'em I wish I may land 
in a museum with a belly full of sawdust in two 
minutes I" 

'He just had strength enough to crawl up on to 
the comb, and lean Ms back agin the chimbly, and 
then he collected his impressions, and begun to firee 
his mind. I see iu a second that what I had mistook 
for pioianity in the mmes was only just the rudi- 
ments, as you may say. 

' Another jay was going by, and heard In'm doing 
his devotions, and stops to inquire what was up. 
The sufferer told him the whole circumstancej and 
says, " Now yonder's the hole, and if you don't 
believe me, go and look for yourself." So this fellow 
went and looked, and comes back and "says, " How 
many did you say you put in there?" "Not any 
less Uian two tons," says the sufferer. The other 
jay went and looked again. He couldn't seem to 
make it out, so he raised a yell, and three more jaya 
come. They all examined the hole, they all made 
the sufferer tell it over again, then they all discussed 
it, and got off as many leather-headed opinions about 
it as an average crowd of humans could. 
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' They called in more jays ; then more and more, 
till pretty soon this whole region 'peared to have a 
blue flush about it. There must have been five 
thousand of them; and such another jawing and 
disputing and ripping and cussing, you never heard. 
Every jay in the whole lot put his eye to the hole 
and delivered a more chuckle-headed opinion about 
the mystery than the jay that went there before him. 
They examined the hoTise all over, too. The door 
was standing half open, and at last one old jay 
happened to go and light on it and look in. Of 
course that knocked the mystery galley-west in a 
second. Tliere lay the acorns, scattered all over the 
floor. He flopped Iiia wings and raised a whoop. 
' Come here ! ' he says, ' come here, everybody ; 
hang'd if this fool hasn't been trying to fill up a 
house with acorns ! ' They all came a-swooping 
down like a blue cloud, and aa each fellow lit on the 
door and took a glance, the whole absurdity of the 
contract that tbat first jay had tackled hit him home, 
and he fell over backwards suffocating with laughter, 
and the next jay took his place and done the same. 

' Well, air, they roosted around here on the 
house-top and the trees for an hour, and guffawed 
over that thing like hiunan beings. It ain't any 
use to tell me a blue-jay hasn't got a sense of 
humour, because I know better. And memory, too. 
They brought jays here from all over the United 
States to look down that hole, every summer for 
three years. Other birds too. And they could all 
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see the point, except an owl that come from Nova 
Scotia to visit the Yo Semite, and he took this thing 
in on his way back. He said he couldn't see any 
thing funny in it. But then he was a good deal 
disappointed about Yo Semite, too.' 
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CHAPTER IV. 

STUDENT LIFE. 

The Gummer semester was in full tide ; consequently 
the most frequent figure in and about Heidelberg 
was the student. Most of the students were Ger- 
toans, of course, but the representatives of foreign 
lands were very numerous. They hailed from every 
comer of the globe, — for instruction in cheap 'in 
Heidelberg, and so is Hving, too. The Anglo- 
American Club, composed of British and American 
students, had twenty-five members, and there was 
still much material left to draw from. 

Nine-tenths of tlie Heidelberg students wore no 
badge or uniform; the other tenth wore caps of 
various colours, and belonged to social organisations 
called ' corps.' There 'were five corps, each with a 
colour of its own ; there were white caps, blue caps, 
and red, yellow, and green ones. The famous duel- 
fighting is confined to the ' corps ' boys. The 
'Kneip' Beems to be a speciality of theirs, too. 
Kneips are held, now and then, to celebrate great 
occaeions, — like tbe election of a beer-kJng, for 
instance. The solemnity is simple ; the five corps 
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asBemble at night, and at a signal they all iall load- 
ing themselves with beer, out of pint-mugs, as fast 
as poseible, and each man keeps his own count, — 
usually by laying aside a Incifer match for each mug 
he empties. The election is soon decided. "When 
the candidates can hold no more, a eount is insti- 
tuted, and the one who has diunk the greatest 
number of pints is proclaimed king. I was told 
that the last beer-king elected by the corps,— or by 
his own capabilities, — emptied his mug seventy-five 
times. No stomach could hold all that quantity at 
one time, of course, — but there are ways of ftetjuently 
creating a vacuum, which those who have been much 
at sea wiU understand. 

One sees so many students abroad at all hours, 
that he presently begins to wonder if ttiey ever have 
any working hours. Some of them have, some of 
them haven't. Each can choose for himself whether 
he will work or play ; for German university life is 
a very free life ; it seems to have no restraints. The 
student does not live in the college buildings, but 
hires his own lodgings, in any locality he prefers, 
and he takes his meals when and where he pleases. 
He goes to bed when it suits him, and does not get 
up at all unless he wants to. He is not entered at 
the university for any particular length of time ; so 
he is likely to change about. He passes no exami- 
nation upon entering college. He merely pays a 
trifling fee of five or ten dollars, receives a card 
entitling him to the privileges of the university, 
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and that is the end of it. He is now ready for 
business, — or play, as he shall prefer. If he elects 
to work, he finds a large list of lectures to choose 
from. He selects the subjectB which he will study, 
and enters his name for these studies ; but he can 
skip attendance. 

The result of this system is, that lecture-courses 
upon specialities of an unusual nature are often de- 
livered to very slim audiences, while those upon 
more practical and every-day matters of education 
are delivered to very large ones. I heard of one case 
where, day after day, the lecturer's audience consisted 
of three students,— and always the same three. But 
one day two of them remained away. The lecturer 
b^an as usual, — 

' Gentlemen,' — 

— then, without a smile, 
he corrected himself, saying, — 
' Sir,'— 

— and went on with his 
discourse. 

It is said that the vast majority of the Heidel- 
berg students are hard workers, and make the most 
of their opportunities; that they have no surplus 
means to spend in dissipation, and no time to spare 
for frolicking. One lecture follows right on the heels 
of another, with very little time for the student to 
get out of one haU and into the next ; hut the in- 
dustrious ones manage it by going on a trot. The 
professors assist them in the saving of their time by 
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being promptly in theii little boxed-up pulpite when 
the hours strike, and as promptly out again when the 
hour finiehes. I entered an empty lecture-room one 
day just before the clock struck. The place had 
simple, unpainted pine desks aod benches for about 
200 persons. 

About a minute before the clock struck, a hundred 
and fifty students svarmed in, rushed to their seats, 
immediately spread open their note-books and dipped 
their pens in the ink. When the clock began to 
strike, a burly professor entered, was received with 
a round of applause, moved swiftly down the centre 
aisle, said ' Gentlemen,' and began to talk as he 
climbed his pulpit steps ; and by the time he had 
arrived in his box and faced his audience, hia lecture 
was well under way and all the pens were going. He 
had no notes, he talked with prodigious rapidity and 
energy for an hour, — ^then the students began to re- 
mind him in certain well understood ways that his time 
was up ; he seized his hat, still talking, proceeded 
swiftly down his pulpit steps, got out the last word 
of bis discourse as he struck the floor; everybody 
rose respectfully, and he swept rapidly down the aisle 
and disappeared. An instant rush for some other 
lecture-room followed, and in a minute I was alone 
with the empty benches once more. 

Yes, without doubt, idle students are not the 
rule. Out of eight hundred in the town, I knew 
the feces of only about fifty ; but these I saw every- 
where and daily. They walked about the streets and 
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the wooded bills, they drove in cabs, they bonted on 
the river, they sipped beer and coffee, afternoons, in 
the SchlosB gardens. A good many of them wore 
the coloured caps of the corps. They were finely 
and fashionably dressed, their manners were quite 
superb, and they led an easy, careless, comfortable 
life. If a dozen of them sat together, and a lady or 
a gentleman passed whom one of them knew and 
saluted, they all rose to their feet and took off their 
caps. The members of a corps always received a 
fellow-member in this way, too ; but they paid no 
attention to members of other corps ; they did not 
seem to see them. This was not a discourtesy ; it 
was only a part of the elaborate and rigid corps 
etiquette. 

There seems to be no chilly distance existing 
between the German students and the professor ; but, 
on the contrary, a companionable intercourse, the 
opposite of chilliness and reserve. When the pro- 
fessor enters a beer hall in the evening where 
students are gathered together, these rise up and 
take off their caps, and invite the old gentleman to 
sit with them and partake. He accepts, and the 
pleasant talk and the beer flow for an hour or two, 
and by-and-by the professor, properly charged and 
comfortable, gives a cordial good night, while the 
students stand bowing and uncovered ; and then he 
moves on his happy way homeward with all his vast 
caigo of learning afloat in his hold. Kobody finds 
&olt OT feels outraged : no barm has been done. 
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It seemed to be a part of corps etiquette to keep 
a dog or so, too. I mean a corps dog,— the common 
property of the organisation, like the corps steward 
or head servant ; then there are other dogs, owned 
by individuals. 

On a summer afternoon in the Castle gardens, I 
have seen six students march solemnly into the 
grounds, in single file, each carrying a bright 
Chinese parasol and leading a prodigious dog by a 
string. It was a very imposing spectacle. Some- 
times there would be about as many dogs around the 
pavilion as students ; and of all breeds and of all 
degrees of beauty and ughness. These dogs bad a 
rather dry time of it : for they were tied to the 
benches and had no amusement for an hour or two 
at a time, except what they could get out of pawing 
at the gnats, or trying to sleep and not succeeding. 
However, they got a lump of sugar occasionally — 
they were fond of that. 

It seemed right and proper that students should 
indulge in dogs ; but everybody else had them, too, 
—old men and young ones, old women and nice 
young ladies. If there is one spectacle that is nn- 
pleasanter than another, it is that of an elegantly 
dressed young lady towing a dog by a string. It is 
said to be the sign and symbol of blighted love. It 
seems to me that some other way of advertising it 
might be devised, which would be just as conspicuous 
and yet not bo trying to the proprieties. , 
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It would be a nuBtake to suppose that the easy- 
going pleasure-Beeking student carries an empty head . 
Jufit the coutraiy. He has spent nine years in the 
Gjnnnasium, under a system which allowed him no 
freedom, but vigorously compelled him to work like 
a slave. Consequently he has left the gymnaeium 
with an education which is bo extensive and complete, 
that the most a univereity can do for it is to perfect 
some of its profounder specialities. It is said that 
when a pupil leaves the gymnasium, he not only has 
a comprehensive education, but he kn.ows what he 
knows, — it is not befogged with uncertainty, it is 
burnt into him so that it will stay. For ioBtance, 
he does not merely read and write Greek, but speaks 
it ; the same with the Latin. Foreign youth steer 
clear of the gymnasium ; its rules are too severe. 
They go to the university to put a mansard roof on 
their whole general education ; but the German stu- 
dent already has his mansard roof, bo he goes there 
to add a steeple in the nature of some speciality, such 
as a particular branch of law, or medicine, or phi- 
lology — like international law, or diseases of the eye, 
or special study i f the ancient Qisthic tongues. So 
this German attends only the lectures which belong 
to the chosen branch, and drinks Ms beer and tows 
his dog around and has a general good time the rest 
of the day. He has been in rigid bond^e so long 
that the large liberty of university life is just what 
he needs and UkeB and thoroughly appreciates ; and 



c,q,t,=cdbvGoogle 



University Life. 33 

as it cannot last for ever, he makes the most of it 
while it does last, and so kya up a good rest against 
the da; that must Bee him put on the chains once 
more and enter the slavery of official or profeBsianal 
life. 
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AT THE students' DITELLING-O BOUND. 

One day in the interest of science my agent obtained 
peimisaion to bring me to the students' duelling- 
place. We crossed the river and drove up the bank 
a few hundred yards, then turned to the left, entered 
a narrow alley, followed it a hundred yards, and ar- 
rived at a two-story public house; we were acquainted 
with its outside aspect, for it was visible from the 
hotel. We went upstairs and passed into a large 
whitewaahed apartment which was perhaps fifty feet 
long, by thirty feet wide and twenty or twenty-five 
high. It was a well-lighted place. There was no 
carpet. Across one end and down both sides of the 
room extended a row of tables, and at these tables 
some fifty or seventy-five students ' were sitting. 

Some of them, were sipping wine, others were 
playing cards, others chess, other groups were chat- 
ting together, and many were smoking cigarettes 
while they waited for the coming duels. Nearly all 
of them wore coloured caps ; there were white caps, 
green caps, blue caps, red caps, and bright yellow 
' 8ee Appendix C. 



Lii :.,.:,.,G00g[c 



Duelling Customs. 35 

ones; so, all the five corpB weie present in strong 
force. In tite windows at the vacant end of the 
room stood six or eight long, narrow-bladed swords 
with lai^ protecting guards for the hand, and out- 
side was a man at work sharpening others on a grind- 
stone. He understood his business ; for when a sword 
left bis hand one could shave himself with it. 

It was observable that the young gentlemen 
neither bowed to nor spoke with students whose caps 
differed in colour from their own. This did not 
mean hostility, but only an armed neutrality. It was 
considered that a person could strike harder in the 
duel, and with a more earnest interest, if he had 
never been in a condition of comradeship with his 
antagonist ; therefore, comradeship between the corps 
was not permitted. At intervals the presidents of 
the five corps have a cold official intercourse with 
each other, but nothing further. For example, when 
the regular duelling day of one of the corps ap- 
proaches, its president calls for volunteers from 
among the membership to offer battle ; three or more 
respond, — but there mast not be less than three ; the 
president lays their names before the other presi- 
dents, with the request that they furnish antagonists 
for these challengers from among their corps. This 
is promptly done. It chanced that the present occa- 
sion was the battle-day of the RedCap Corps. They 
were the challengers, and certain caps of other colours 
bad volunteered to meet them. The students fight 
du^ in the room which I have described, two days 
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in every week duriiig seven and a half or eight 
fnonths in every yea/r. This custom has continued 
in Germany two hundred and fifty years. 

To return to my narrative. A student in a white 
cap met us and introduced ua to six or eight friends 
of Ms who also wore white caps, and while we stood 
conversing, two strange-looking figures were led in 
from another room. They were st.udent3 panoplied for 
the duel. They were bare-headed ; their eyes were 
protected by iron goggles which projected an inch or 
more, the leather straps of which bound their ears 
flat against their heads ; their necks were wound 
around and ai'ound with thick wrappings which a 
sword could not cut through ; from cbin to ankle 
they were padded thoroughly against injury ; their 
arms were bandaged and re-bandaged, layer upon 
layer, until they looked like solid black logs. These 
weird apparitions had been handsome youths, clad in 
fashionable attire, fifteen minutes before, hut now 
they did not resemble any beings one ever sees 
unless in nightmares. They strode along, with 
their arms projecting straight out from their bodies ; 
they did not hold them out themselves, but fellow- 
students walked beside them -and gave the needed 
support. 

There was a rush for the vacant end of the room 
now, and we followed and got good places. The 
combatants were placed face to face, each with 
several members of his own corps about him to assist ; 
two seconds, well padded, and with swords in their 
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hands, took near stations ; a student belonging to 
neither of the opposing corps placed himself in a 
good position to umpire the combat ; another student 
stood by nith a watch and a memorandum-book to 
keep record of the time and the number and nature 
of the wounds ; a grey-haired surgeon was present 
with his lint, his bandages, and bis instruments. 
After a moment's pause the duellists saluted the 
umpire respectfully, then one after another the 
several officials stepped forward, gracefully removed 
their caps and saluted Mm also, and returned to 
their places. Everything was ready now ; students 
stood crowded together in the foreground, and others 
stood behind them on chairs and tables. Every face 
was turned towards the centre of attraction. 

The combatants were watching each other with 
alert eyes ; a perfect stillness, a breathless interest 
reigned. I felt that I was going to see some wary 
work. But not so. The instant the word was given, 
the two apparitions sprang forward and began to rain 
blows down upon each other with such lightning 
rapidity that I could not quite tell whether I saw 
the swords or only the flashes they made in the air ; 
the rattling din of these blows, as they struck steel 
or paddings, was something wonderfully stirring, and 
they were struck with such terrific force that I could 
not imderstand why the opposing sword was not 
beaten down under the assault. Presently, in the 
midst of the sword-flashes, I saw a handful of hair 
skip into the air as if it had lain loose on the victim's 
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head and a breath of wind had puffed it euddenly 
away. 

The seconds cried * Halt !' and knocked up the 
combatants' flworda with their own. The duelliats aat 
down ; a rtudentnofficial stepped forward, examined 
the wounded head, and touched the place with a 
Bponge once or twice ; the sui^eon came and turned 
back the hair from the wound, and revealed a crim- 
son gash two or three inches long, and proceeded to 
bind an oval piece of leather and a hunch of lint over 
it ; the tally-keeper stepped up and tallied one for 
the opposition in hia book. 

Then the duellists took position again ; a email 
stream of blood was flowing down the side of the in- 
jured man's head, and over his shoidder, and down 
his body to the floor, but he did not seem to mind 
this. The word was given, and they plunged at 
each other as fiercely as before ; once more the blows 
rained, and rattled, and flashed; every few moments 
, the quick-eyed seconds would notice that a sword was 
bent — then they called ' Halt ! ' struck up the con- 
tending weapons, and an assisting student straight- 
ened the bent one. 

The wonderful tunnoil went on — presently a 
bright spark sprang from a blade, and that blade, 
broken in several pieces, sent one of its fragments fly- 
ing to the ceiling. A new sword was provided, and 
the fight proceeded. The exercise was tremendous, of 
coiu^e, and in time the fighters began to show great 
&tigue. They were allowed to rest a moment, every 
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little while ; they got other rests by wounding each 
other, for then they could sit down while the doctor 
applied the lint and bandages. The law is that the 
battle must continue fifteen minutes if the men can 
bold out ; and as the pauses do not count, this duel 
was protracted to twenty or thirty minutes, I judged. 
At last it was decided that the men |were too much 
wearied to do battle longer. They were led away 
drenched with crimson from head to foot. That was 
a good fight, but it could not count, partly because 
it did nut last the lawful fifteen minutes (of actual 
fighting), and partly because neither man was dis- 
abled by his wounds. It was a drawn battle, and 
corps-law requires that drawn battles shall be re- 
fought as soon as the adversaries are well of their 
hurts. 

Daring the conflict, I had talked a little, now 
and then, with a young gentleman of the white cap 
corps, and he had mentioned that he was to fight. 
nest — and had also pointed out his challenger, a 
young gentleman who was leaning against the oppo- 
site wall smoking a cigarette, and restfidly observing 
the duel then in progress. 

My acquaintanceship with a party to the coming 
contest had the effect of giving me a kind of per- 
sonal interest in it ; I naturally wished he might 
win, and it was the reverse of pleasant to learn that 
he probably would not, because, although he was a 
notable swordsman, the challenger was held to be his 
superior. 
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The duel presenUj began, and in the same furious 
vay whicli had marked the previous one. I stood 
close hy, but could not tell which blows told and 
which did not, they fell and vanished so like flashes 
of light. They all seemed to tell ; the swords always 
bent over the opponents' heads, from the forehead 
back over the crown, and seemed to touch, all the 
way ; but it was not so — a protecting blade, invisible 
to me, was always interpcraed between. At the end 
of ten seconds each man had struck twelve or fifteen 
blows, and warded off twelve or fifteen, and no harm 
done ; then a sword became disabled, aud a short rest 
followed whilst a new one was brought. Early in 
the next round the white corps student got an ugly 
wound on the side of his head, and gave his opponent 
one like it. In the third round the latter received 
another bad wound in the head, and the former had 
hit) under lip divided. After that, the white corps 
student gave many severe wounds, but got none of 
consequence in retunv At the end of five miuntes, 
from the beginning of the duel, the surgeon stopped 
it ; the challenging party bad suffered such injuries 
that any addition to them might be dangerous. 
These injuries were a fearful spectacle, but are better 
left undescribed. So, against expectation, my ac- 
quaintance was the victor. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

The third duel was brief and bloody. The surgeon 
stopped it when he saw that one of the men had re- 
ceived such bad wounda that he could not fight longer 
without endangering his life. 

The fourth duel was a tremendous encounter; 
but at the end of five or six minutes the surgeon in- 
terfered once more : another man so severely hurt as 
to render it unsafe to add to his barms. I watched 
this engagement as I had watched the others — with 
rapt interest and strong excitement, and with a 
Bhrink and a shudder for every blow that laid open 
a cheek or a forehead ; and a conacious paling of my 
face when I occasionally saw a wound of a yet more 
shocking nature inflicted. My eyes were upon the 
loser of this duel when he got his last and vanquish- 
ing wound — it was in his face, and it carried away 
his — but no matter, I must not enter into details. 
I had but a glance, and then turned quickly away, 
but I would not have been looking at all if I had 
known what was coming. No, that is probably not 
true ; one thinks he would not look if he knew what 
was coming, hut the interest and the excitement are 
BO powerful that they would doubtless conquer all 
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other feelings ; and so, under the fierce exhilaration 
of the clashing steel, he would yield and look, after 
all. Sometimes Bpectators of these duels Mnt, and it 
does seem a very reasonable thing to do, too. 

Both parties to this fourth duel were badly hurt; 
so much so that the surgeon was at work upon them 
nearly or quite an hour — a fact which is suggestive. 
But this waiting interval was not wasted In idleness 
by the assembled students. It was past noon ; there- 
fore they ordered their hmdlord, downstairs, to send 
up hot bee&teaks, chickens, and such things, and 
these they ate, sitting comfortably at the several 
tables, whilst they chatted, disputed, and laughed. 
The door to the surgeon's room stood open, mean- 
time, but the cutting, sewing, splicing, and ban- 
daging going on in there in plain view, did not 
seem to disturb anyone's appetite. I went in and 
saw the surgeon labour awhile, but could not enjoy 
it ; it was much less trying to see the wounds given 
and received than to see them mended ; the stir and 
turmoil, and the music of the steel were wanting 
here — one's nerves were wrung by this grisly spec- 
tacle, whilst the duel's compensating pleasurable 
thrill was lacking. 

Finally the doctor finished, and the men who 
were to fight the closing battle of the day came 
forth. A good many dinners were not completed 
yet, but no matter, they could be eaten cold after 
the battle ; therefore everybody crowded forward to 
see. This was not a love duel, but a * satisfaction ' 
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affair. These two students Iiad quarrelled, and were 
here to settle it. They did not belong to any of the 
corps, but they were furnished with weapons and 
armour, and permitted to fight here by the five corps 
as a coiirtesy. Evidently these two young men were 
unfamiliar with the duelling ceremonies, though 
they were not unfamiliar with the sword. When 
they were placed in position, they thought it was 
time to begin — and they did begin, too, and with a 
most impetuous energy, without waiting for any- 
body to give the word. This vastly amused the 
spectators, and even broke down their studied and 
courtly gravity, and surprised them into laughter. 
Of course the seconds struck up the swords and 
started the duel over again. At the word, the de- 
luge of blows began, but before long the surgeon 
once more interfered — for the only reason which 
ever permits him to interfere — and the day's war 
was over. It was now two in the afternoon, and I 
had been present since half-past nine in the morn- 
ing. The field of battle was indeed a red one by 
this time ; but some sawdust soon righted that. 
There liad been one duel before I arrived. In it one 
of the men received many injuries, while the other 
one escaped without a scratch. 

I had seen the beads and faces of ten- youths 
gashed in every direction by the keen two-edged 
blades, and yet had not seen a victim wince, nor 
heard a moan, or detected any fleeting expression 
which confessed the sharp pain the hurts were in- 
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flictiog. This was good fortitude indeed. Such 
endurance is to be expected in eavages and prize- 
fighters, for they are born and educated to it ; but to 
find it in such perfection in these gently bred and 
kindly natured young fellows is matter for surprise. 
It was not merely under the excitement of the sword- 
play that this fortitude was shown ; it was shown in 
the Burgeon's room where an uninspiring quiet 
reigned, and where there was no audience. The 
doctor's manipulatioDs brought out neither grimaces 
nor moans; and in the fights it was observable 
that these lads hacked and slashed with the same 
tremendous spirit, after tliey were covered with 
streaming wounds, which they had sbowu in the be- 
ginning. 

The world in general looks upon the college 
duels as very farcical afTairs : true, but considering 
that the college duel is fought by boys, that the 
swords are real swords, and that the head and face 
are exposed, it seems to me that it is a farce which 
has quite a grave side to it. People laugh at it 
mainly because they think the student is so covered 
up with armour that he cannot be hurt. But it is 
not so ; his eyes and ears are protected, but the rest 
of his face and head are baie. He can not only be 
badly wounded, but his life is in danger, and he 
would sometimes lose it but for the interference of 
the surgeon. It is not intended that his life shall be 
endangered. Fatal accidents are possible, however. 
For instance, the student's sword may break, and the 
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end of it fly up behiad his antagonist's ear and cut 
an artery whicli could not be reached if the sword 
remained whole. This has happened sometimes, and 
death has resulted on the spot. Formerly the stu- 
dent's armpits were not protected — and at that time 
the Bwords were pointed, whereas they are blunt now 
— so an artery in the armpit was sometimes cut, and 
death followed. Then, in the days of sharp-pointed 
swords, a spectator was an occasional victim ; the end 
of a broken aword flew five or ten feet and buried it- 
self in his neck or his heart, and death ensued 
instantly. The student duels in Germany occasion 
two or three deaths every year now, but this arises 
only from the carelessness of the wounded men ; they 
eat or drink imprudently, or commit excesses in the 
way of over-exertion ; inflammation sets in, and ^ts 
such a headway that it cannot be arrested. Indeed 
there is blood and pain and danger enough about the 
college duel to entitle it to a considerable degree of 
respect. 

All the customs, all the laws, all the details per- 
taining to the student duel are quaint and naive. 
The grave, precise, and courtly ceremony with which 
the thing is conducted, invests it with a sort of an- 
tique charm. 

This dignity and these knightly graces suggest 
the tournament, not the prize-fight. The laws are 
as curious as they are strict. For instance, the duel- 
list may step forward from the line he is placed upon, 
if he chooses, but never back of it. If he steps back 
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of it, or even leaiiB back, it is considered that he did 
it to avoid a blow or contrive an advantage, bo he is 
disntissed from his corps in disgrace. It would seem 
but natural to step ^om under a descending sword 
nnconsciousi;, and against one's will and intent, yet 
this unconsciousness is not allowed. Again, if, under 
the sudden anguish of a wound, the receiver of it 
makes a grimace, he fidls some degrees in the esti- 
nrntion of his fellows ; his corps are ashamed of him, 
they call him ' hare-foot,' which is the German 
equivalent for chicken-hearted. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

In addition to the corps laws, there are some corps- 
lisageB which have the force of laws. 

Perhaps the president of a corps notices that 
one of the memherehip who is no longer an exempt 
— that is a freshman — has remained a sophomore 
some little time without volunteering to fight ; some 
day, the president, instead of calling for volunteers, 
will appoint this sophomore to measure sworda with 
a student of another corps ; he is free to decline — 
everybody says so — there is no compulsion. This 
is all true — but I have not heard of any student who 
did decline. He would naturally rather retire &om 
the corps than decline ; to decline, and still remain 
in the corps, would make him unpleasantly con- 
spicuous, and properly so, since he knew, when he 
joined, that his main business, as a member, would 
he to fight. No, there is no law gainst declining 
— except the law of custom, which is confessedly 
stronger than written law, ereiywhere. 

The ten men whose duels I had witnessed did 
not go away when their hurts were dressed, as I had 
supposed they would, but came back, one after 
another, as soon as they were free of the sui^^n. 
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and mingled with the asaemblage in the duelling 
room. The white cap student who won the second 
fight witnessed the remaining three, and talked with 
us during the intermissions. He could not talk 
very well, because his opponent's sword had cut his 
under lip in two, aud then the surgeon had sewed it 
together and overlaid it with a profusion of white 
plaister patches ; neither could he eat easily, still he 
contrived to accomplish a slow and troublesome 
luncheon while the last duel was preparing. The 
man who was the worst hurt of all played cbees 
while waiting to see this engagement. A good part 
of his face was covered with patches and bandages, 
and all the rest of his head was covered and con- 
cealed by them. It is said that the student likes to 
appear on the street and in other public places in this 
kind of array, and that this predilection often keeps 
him out when exposure to rain or sun is a positive 
dangerfor him. Newly bandaged students are a very 
common spectacle in the public gardens of HeideU 
beig. It is also said that the student is glad to get 
wounds in the fece, because the scars they leave will 
show BO well there ; and it is also said that these face 
wounds are so prized that youths have even been 
known to pull them apart from time to time and 
put red wine in them, to make them heal badly and 
leave as ugly a scar as possible. It does not look 
reasonable, but it is roundly asserted and maintained, 
nevertheless. I am sure of one thing — scars are 
plenty enough in Crermany among the young men ; 
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and very grim ones they are, too. They crias-croas 
tbe face in angry red welts, and are permanent and 
ineffaceable. Some of these Bears are of a very 
strange and dreadful aspect ; and the effect is strik- 
ing when several such accent the milder ones, which 
form a city map on a man's face ; they suggest the 
'burned district' then. 

We had often noticed that many of the students 
wore a coloured silk band or riband diagonally across 
their breasts. It transpired that this signifies that 
the wearer has fought three duels in which a decision 
waa reached — duels in which he either whipped or 
was whipped — for drawn battles do not count.' After 
a student has received his riband, he is ' free ; ' he 
can cease from fighting, without reproach — except 
some one insult him ; his president cannot appoint 
him to fight ; he can volunteer if he wants to, or 
remain quiescent if he prefers to do so. Statistics 
show that he does not prefer to remain quiescent. 
They show that the duel has a singular fascination 
about it somewhere, for these free men, so far from 

> From ky Diabx.— Dined in an hotel a few milea up tbe 
Neckar, in a room whose walla were bung all over with framed 
pottrait-groaps of the Five Corps ; some were recent, tut many 
antedated photography, and were pictured in lithography — the 
dates ranged hack to forty or fifty years ago. Nearly every 
individnal wore tbe riband across his breast. In one portrait- 
group, representing (as each of these pictures did) an eutire 
Corps, I took pains to count the ribands : there were twenty- 
seven members, and twenty-one of them wore that significant 

TOL. I. B 
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resting upon the privilege of tlie badge, are always 
volunteering. A corps student told me it was on 
record that Prince Bismarck fought thirty-two of 
these duels in a single summer term when he was in 
college. So he fought tweoty-ninn after his badge 
had given him the right to retire fiom the field. 

The statistics may be found to possess interest 
in several particulars. Two days in every week are 
devoted to duelling. The rule is rigid that there 
must be three duels on each of these days; there 
are generally more, but there cannot be fewer. 
There were six the day I was present ; sometimes 
there are seven or eight. It is insisted that eight 
duels a week — four for each of the two days — ^is too 
low an average to draw a calculation from, but I 
will reckon from that bsaia, preferring an under- 
statement to an over-statement of the case. This 
requires about 480 or 500 duellists in a year — for 
in summer the college term is about three and a 
half months, and in winter it is four months and 
sometimes longer. Of the 750 students in the 
university at the time I am writing of, only eighty 
belonged to the five corps, and it is only these corps 
that do the duelling; occasionally other students 
borrow the arms and battle-ground of the five corps 
in order to settle a quarrel, but this does not happen 
every duelling day.' Consequently eighty youths 

■ The; have to borrow the anas becaoae they oould not get 
them elBewbere or otherwise. As I nnderatand it, the pnbllo 
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funiiah the material for some 250 duels a year. 
This average gives six fighta a year to each of the 
eighty. This large work could not be accomplished 
if the badge-holders stood upon their privil^e and 
ceased to volunteer. 

Of course, where there is so much fighting, the 
students make it a point to keep themselves in 
constant practice with the foil. One often sees 
them, at the tables in the Castle grounds, luing 
their whips or canes to illustrate some new sword 
trick which they have heard about; and between 
the duels, on the day whose history I have been 
writing, the swords were not always idle ; every now 
and then we heard a succession of the keen hiaalog 
sounds which the sword makes when it is being put 
through its paces in the air, and this informed us 
that a student was practising. Necessarily this un- 
ceasing attention to the art develops an expert 
occasionally. He becomes famous in his own uni- 
vei'sity, his renown spreads to other universities. 
He is invited to Oottingen, to fight with a Gottingen 
expert; if he is victorious, he will he invited to other 
colleges, or those colleges will send their experts to 
him. Americans and Englishmen often join one or 
another of the five corps. A year or two ago, the 
principal Heidelberg expert was a big Kentuckian ; 
he was invited to the varions imiversities, and left a 

authorities, all over Gennanj, allow the Qve corps to keep swonls, 
bat do not alhte thrm to vie thom. This law is rig^d ; it is onljr 
D of it that is lax. 



L;,q.:,z...vG00gk' 



52 Corps Etiquette. 

wake of victory behind him all about Germany ; but 
at last a little student in Strasburg defeated him. 
There was formerly a student in Heidelberg who had 
picked up somewhere and mastered a peculiar trick 
of cutting up under instead of cleaving down from 
above. While the trick lasted he won in sixteen 
Buocessive duels in his own university ; but by tiiat 
time observers had discovered what his charm was, 
and how to break it, therefore his championship 
ceased. 

The rule which forbids social intercourse between 
members of different corps ia strict. In the duellii^ 
house, in the parks, on the street, and anywhere and 
everywhere that students go, caps of a colour group 
themselves together. If all the tables in a public 
garden were crowded but one, and that one had two 
red-cap students at it and ten vacant places, the 
yellow caps, the blue caps, the white caps, and the 
green caps, seeking seats, would go by that table and 
not seem to see it, nor seem to be aware that there 
was such a table in the grounds. The student by 
whose courtesy we had been enabled to visit the 
duelling place, wore the white cap — Prussian Corps, 
He introduced us to many white caps, but to none of 
another colour. The corps etiquette extended even 
to us, who were strangers, and required us to group 
with the white corps only, and speak only with the 
white corps, while we were their guests, and keep 
aloof from caps of the other colours. Once I wished 
to examine some of the swords, but an American 
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student said, ' It would not be quite polite ; these 
now in the windows all have red bilts or blue ; they 
will bring in some with white hilts presently, and 
those you can handle freely.' When a sword was 
broken in the first duel, I wanted a piece of it ; but 
its hilt was the wrong colour, so it was considered 
beet and politest to await a properer season. It 
was brought to me after the room was cleared. 
The length of these swords is about three feet, 
and they are quite heavy. One's disposition to 
cheer, during the course of the duels or at their 
close, was naturally strong, but corps etiquette forbade 
any demonstrations of this sort. However brilliant 
a contest or a victory might be, no sign or sound 
betrayed that any one was moved. A dignified 
gravity and repression were maintained at all 
times. 

When the duelling was finished and we were 
ready to go, the gentlemen of the Prussian Corps to 
whom we had been introduced took off their caps in 
the coui'teous German way, and also shook hands; 
their brethren of the same order took off their caps 
and bowed, but without shaking hands ; the gentle- 
men of the other corps treated us just as they would 
have treated white caps — they fell apart, apparently 
unconsciously, and left us an unobstructed pathway, 
but did not seem to see us or know we were there. 
If we had gone thither the following week as guests 
of another corps, the white caps, without meaning 
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any offence, would have observed the etiquette of 
their ordei and ignored our presence.' 

' How stlHugely are comedy and tr^edy blended in this life I 
I bad not been borne a fall half-hour after witnessing those 
playful sham-duels, when drcnmstances made it necessitry for 
me to get ready immediately to assist personally at a real one — a 
duel with no effeminate limitations in the matter of results, but 
a battle to the death. An account of it in the next chapter will 
show the reader that duels between boys for. fun and duels 
between men in earnest are very diffeient affairs. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

THE QREAT FBENCH DUEL. 

MrCH as the modem French duel is ridiculed by 
certain smart people, it is in leality one of the most 
dangerous iuBtitutions of our day. Since it is always 
fought in the open air, the combatants are nearly Bure 
to catch cold. M. Paul de Cassagnac, the most in- 
veterate of the French duellists, has suffered so often 
in this way that he is at last a confirmed invalid ; 
and the best physician in Paris has expressed the 
opinion that if he goes on duelling for fifteen or 
twenty years more — unless he forms the habit of 
fighting in a comfortable room where damps and 
draughts cannot intrude — he will eventually en- 
danger hie life. This ought to moderate the talk of 
those people who are so stubborn in maintaining that 
the French duel is the most health-giving of recrea- 
tions because of the open-air exercise it affords. And 
it ought also to moderate that foolish talk about 
French duellists and socialist-hated monarchs being 
the only people who are immortal. 

But it is time to get at my subject. As soon as 
I heard of the late fiery outbreak between M. Gam- 
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betta and M. Fourtou in the French Aesemhly, I 
knew that trouble must follow. I knew it because 
a long personal friendship with M. Gambetta had 
revealed to me the desperate and implacable nature 
of the man. Vast aa are his physical proportions, I 
knew that the thirst for revenge would penetrate to 
the remotest frontiers of his person. 

I did not wait for him to call on me, but went at 
once to him. As I expected, I found the brave 
fellow steeped in a profound French calm. I say 
French calm, because French calmness and English 
calmness have points of difference. He was moving 
swiftly back and forth among the d&hris of his iax- 
njture, now and then staving chance fragments of it 
across the room with his foot ; grinding a constant 
grist of curses through his set teeth ; and halting 
every little while to deposit another handful of his 
hair on the pile which he had been building of it on 
the table. 

He threw his arms around my neck, bent me over 
his stomach to his breast, kissed me on both cheeks, 
hugged me four or live times, and then placed me in 
his own arm-chair. As soon as I had got well again, 
we began business at once. 

I said I supposed he would wish me to act as his 
second, and he said, ' Of course.' I said I must be 
allowed to act under a French name, so that I might 
be shielded from obloquy in my country, in case of 
fatal results. He winced here, probably at the sug- 
gestion that duelling was not regarded with respect 



c,q,t,=cdbvGoogle 



The Death- Speech. 57 

in America. However, he agreed to my requirement. 
This accounts for the fact that in all the newspaper 
reports M. Gambetta's second was apparently a 
Frenchman. 

First, we drew up my principal's will. I insisted 
upon this, and stuck to my poinL I said I had never 
heard of a man in his right mind going out to fight 
a duel without first making his will. He said he 
had never heard of a man in his right mind doing 
anything of the kind. When he had finished the 
will, he wished to proceed to a choice of his ' last 
words.' He wanted to know how the following words, 
as a dying exclamation, struck me : — 

' I die for my God, for my country, for freedom 
of speech, for progress, and the universal brotherhood 
of man ! " 

I objected that this would require too lingeringa 
death ; it was a good speech for a consumptive, but 
not suited to the exigencies of the field of honour. We 
wrangled over a good many ante-mortem outbursts, 
but I finally got him to cut his obituary down to 
this, which he copied into his memorandum book, 
purposing to get it by heart : — 

'I DIE THAT FRANCE MAT LITE.' 

I said that this remark seemed to lack relevancy ; 
but he said relevancy was a matter of no consequence 
in last words— what you wanted was thrill. 

The next thing in order was the choice of wea- 
pons. My principal said he was not feeling well, 
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and would leave that and the other details of the 
proposed meeting to me. Therefore I wrote the fol- 
lowing note and carried it to M. Fourtou's friend : — 
' Sib, — M. Gambetta accepts j\I. Koiirtou'a chal- 
lenge, and authorlBBS me to propose Plessis-Piquet as 
the place of meeting; to-morrow morning at day- 
break as the time ; and axes as the weapons. I am, 
sir, with great respect, Mark Twain." 

M. Fourtou's friend read this note, and shuddered. 
Then he turned to me, and said, with a suggestion of 
Be verity in his tone — 

" Have you considered, air, what would be the 
inevitable result of such a meeting as this ? ' 

' Well, for instance, what would it be ? ' 

' Bloodshed \ ' 

' That's about the size of it,' I said. ' Now, if it 
is a fair question, what was your side proposing to 
shed ? ' 

I had him there. He saw he had made a blun- 
der, so he hastened to explain it away. He said he 
had spoken jestingly. Then he added that he and 
his principal would enjoy axes, and indeed prefer 
them, but such weapons were barred by the French 
code, and so I must change my proposal. 

I walked the floor, turning the thing over in my 
mind, and finally it occurred to me that Cratling 
gima at fifteen paces would be a likely way to get a 
verdict on the field of honour. So I framed this idea 
into a proposition. 
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But it was not accepted. The code was in the 
wa; aj;aiD, I proposed rifles ; then double-barrelled 
shot-guns ; then Colt's navy revolvers. These being 
all rejected, I reflected a while, and sarcasticallj 
suggested brick-bats at three-quarters of a mile. I 
always hate to fool away a humorous thing on a 
person who has no perception of humour; and it 
filled me with bitterness when this man went soberly 
away to submit the last proposition to his principal. 

He came back presently and said his principal 
was charmed with the idea of brick-bats at three- 
quarters of a mile, but must decline on account of 
the danger to disinterested parties passing between. 
Then I said — 

* Well, I am at the end of my string now. Per- 
haps yffu, would be good enough to suggest a weapon ? 
Perhaps you have even had one in your mind all the 
time?' 

His countenance brightened, and he said with 
alacrity — 

' Oh, without doubt, monsieur I ' 

So he fell to hunting in bis pockets — pocket after 
pocket, and he had plenty of them — muttering all 
the while, ' Now, what could I have done with them ? ' 

At last he was successful. He fished out of his 
vest pocket a couple of little things which 1 carried 
to the light and a^ertained to be pistols. They were 
single-barrelled and silver-mounted, and very dainty 
and pretty. I was not able to speak for emotion. I 
silently hung one of them on my watch-chain, and 
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returned the other. My companion in crime now 
unrolled a poetage-stamp containing several cart- 
ridges, and gave me one of them. I asked if he 
meant to signify by this that our men were to be 
allowed but one shot apiece. He replied that the 
French code permitted no more. I then begged him 
to go on and suggest a distance, for my mind was 
growing weak and confused under the strain which 
had been put upon it. He named sixty-five yards. 
I nearly lost my patience. I said — 

' Sixty-five yards, with these instruments ? Squirt- 
guns would he deadlier at fifty. Consider, my friend, 
you and I are banded together to destroy life, not 
make it eternal.' 

But with all my persuasions, all my arguments, 
I was only able to get him to reduce the distance to 
thirty-five yards ; and even this concession he made 
with reluctance, and said with a sigh — 

* I wash my hands of this slaughter ; on your head 
be it.' 

There was nothing for me hut to go home to my 
old lion-heart and tell my humiliating story. When 
I entered, M. Gambetta was laying his last lock of 
hair upon the altar. He sprang towards me, ex- 
claiming— 

' You have made the fatal arrangements — I see it 
in your eye ! ' 

* I have.' 

Hia face paled a trifle, and he leaned upon the 
table for support. He breathed thick and heavily for 
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a moment or two, so tumultuous were his feeliugs ; 
then he hoarsely whispered— 

' The weapon, the weapon I Quick I what is the 
weapon ? ' 

'This!' aind I displayed that silver-mounted 
thing. He cast but one glance at it, then swooned 
ponderously to the floor. 

When he came to, he said mournfully — 

* The unnatural calm to which I have subjected 
myself has told upon my nerves. But away with 
weakness 1 I will confront my fate like a man and 
a Frenchman.' 

He rose to his feet, and assumed an attitude which 
for sublinoity has never been approached by man, and 
has seldom been surpa^ed by statues. Then he said, 
in his deep bass tanes-^ 

' Behold, I am calm, I am ready ; reveal to me 
the distance.' 

' Thirty-five yards.' .... 

I could not lift him up, of course ; but I rolled 
him over, and poured water down his back. He pre- 
sently came to, and said — 

'Thirty-five yards — without a rest? But why 
ask ? Since murder was that man's intention, why 
should he palter with small details ? But mark you 
one thing : in my &U the world shall see how the 
chivalry of France meets death.' 

After a long silence he asked — 

* Was nothing said about that man's family stand- 
ing up with him, as an offset to my bulk ? But do 
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matter ; I would not Btoop to make such a eugges- 
tioD ; if he U not noble enough to suggeet it hiiuBelf, 
he is welcome to this advantage, which do honourable 
man would take.' 

He DOW sank into a Bort of stupor' of reflection, 
which lasted some minutes; after which he broke 
silence with — 

* The hour — what is the hour fixed for the col- 
lision?' 

' Dawn, to-morrow.' 

He seemed greatly Burprised, and immediately 
said — 

' Insanity I I never heard of such a thing. No- 
body iB abroad at such an hour.' 

' That is the reason I named it. Do you mean 
to say you want an audience ? ' 

' It is no time to bandy words. I am astonished 
that M. Fourtou should ever have agreed to so 
strange an innovation. Go at once and require a 
later hour.' 

I ran downstairs, threw open the front door, 
and almost plunged into the arms of M. Fourtou's 
second. He said— 

'I have the honour to say that my principal 
strenuously objects to the hour chosen, and begs you 
will consent to change it to half-past nine.' 

*Any courtesy, sir, which it is in our power to 
extend is at the service of your excellent principal. 
We agree to the proposed change of time.' 

' I beg yoa to accept the thanks of my client.' 
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Then he turned to a pereon behind bim, aad eaid, 
* You hear, M. Noir, the hour ia altered to half-past 
nine.' Whereupon M. Noir bowed, expressed his 
thanks, and went away. My accomplice conti- 
nued — 

'If agreeable to you, your chief sui^geoas and 
ours shall proceed to the field in the same carriage, 
as is customary.' 

' It is entirely agreeable to me, and I am obliged 
to you for mentioning the Burgeons, for I am afraid 
I should not have thought of them. How many 
shall I want? I suppose two or three will be 
enough.' 

' Two is the customary number for each party. 
I refer to "chief" surgeons; but considering the 
exalted positions occupied by our clients, it wiU be 
well and decorous that each of us appoint several 
consulting surgeons, &om among the highest in the 
profession. These wiU come in their own private 
carriages. Have you engaged a hearse ? ' 

' Bless my stupidity, I never thought of it ! I will 
attend to it right away. I must seem very ignorant 
to you J but you must try to overlook that, because 
I have never had any experience of such a swell duel 
as this before. I have had a good deal t« do with 
duels on the Pacific coast, but I see now that they 
were crude afilairs. A hearse — sho ! we used to 
leave the elected lying around loose, and let anybody 
cord them up and cart them off that wanted to 
Have you anything fiitther to suggest ? ' 
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' Nothing, except that the head undertakera shall 
ride t<^ther, as is usual. The suhordinatea and 
mutes will go on foot, as is also usual. I will see 
you at eight o'clock in the morning, and we will 
then arrange the order of the procession. I have 
the honour to bid you a good day.' 

I returned to my client, who said, ' Very well ; at 
what hour is the engagement to begin ? ' 

' H^f-past nine.' 

' Very good indeed. Have you sent the fact to 
the newspapers? ' 

' Sir ! If after our long and intimate friendship 
you can for a moment deem me capable of ao base a 
treachery ' 

' Tut, tut I What words are these, my dear friend? 
Have I wounded you? Ah, forgive me ; I am over- 
loading you with labour. Therefore go on with the 
other details, and drop this one from your list. The 
bloody-minded Fourtou will be sure to attend to it. 
Or I myself— yes, to make certain, I will drop a note 
to my journalistic friend, M. Noir.' 

' Oh, come to think, you may save yourself the 
trouble ; that other second has informed M. Noir.' 

' H'm I I might have known it. It is just like 
that Fourtou, who always wants to make a display.' 

At half-past nine in the morning the procession 
approached the field of Plessis-Piquet in the follow- 
ing order : first came out carriage — nobody in it but 
M. Gambetta and myself; then a carriage contain- 
ing M. Fourtou and his second ; then a carriage con- 
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taming two poet-orators who did not believe in God, 
and these had MS. funeral orations projecting from 
their breast-pockets ; then a carriage containing 
the bead sni^ons and their ca^es of instruments; 
then eight private carriages containing consulting 
surgeons ; then a hack containing a coroner ; then 
the two hearses ; then a carriage containing the head 
undertakers; then a train of assistants and mutes on 
foot ; and after these came plodding through the fog 
a long procession of camp followers, police, and 
citizens generally. It was a noble turn-out, and 
would have made a fine display if we had had 
thinner weather. 

There was no conversation. I spoke several times 
to ray principal, but I judge he was not aware of it, 
for he always referred to his note-book and muttered 
absently, * I die that France may live.' 

Arrived on the field, my fellow-second and I 
paced off the thirty-five yards, and then drew lots 
for choice of position. This latter was but an orna- 
mental ceremony, for all choices were alike in such 
weather. These preliminaries being ended, I went 
to my principal and asked him if he was ready. He 
spread himself out to his full width, and said in a 
stem voice, ' Keady I Let the batteries be charged.' 

The loading was done in the presence of duly 
constituted witnesses. We considered it best to 
perform this delicate service with the assistance of a 
lantern, on account of the state of the weather. We 
now placed our men. 
VOL. I. r 
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At this point the police noticed that the public 
bad massed themselves together on the right and 
left of the field ; they therefore begged a delay, while 
they should put these poor people in a place of safety. 
The request was granted. 

The police having ordered the two multitudes to 
take positions behind the duellists, we were once more 
ready. The weather growing still more opaque, it 
was agreed between myself and the other second that 
before giving the fatal signal we should each deliver 
a loud whoop to enable the combatants to ascertain 
each other's whereabouts, 

I now returned to my principal, and was dis- 
tressed to observe that he had lost a good deal of bis 
spirit. I tried my best to hearten him, I said, 
' Indeed, Sir, things are not as bad as they seem. 
Considering the character of the weapons, the limited 
number of shots allowed, the generous distance, the 
impenetrable solidity of the fog, and the added fact 
that one of the combatants is one-eyed and the other 
cross-eyed and near-sighted, it seems to me that this 
conflict need not necessarily be fatal. There are 
chances that both of you may survive. Therefore 
cheer up ; do not be down-hearted,' 

This speech had so good an effect that my prin- 
cipal immediately stretched forth his hand and said, 
' I am myself i^;ain ; give me the weapon.' 

I laid it, all lonely and forlorn, in the centre of 
the vast solitude of his palm. He gazed at it and 
shuddered. And still mournfully contemplating it, 
he miirmured, in a" broken voice — 
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' Alae I it is not death I dread, but mutilation.' 

I heartened him once more, and with such suc- 
cess that he presently said, ' Let the tragedy begin. 
Stand at my back ; do not desert me in this solemn 
honr, my friend.' 

I gave him my promise. I now assisted him to 
point his pistol towards the spot where I judged his 
adversary to be standing, and cautioned him to 
listen well and further guide himself by my fellow- 
second's whoop. Then I propped myself against M. 
Gambetta's back, and raised a rousing * Whoop-ee ! ' 
This was answered from out the far distances of the 
fog, and I immediately shouted— 

' One, — -two, — three,— /re / ' 

Two little sounds like spit ! epit ! broke upon 
my ear, and in the same instant I was crushed to 
the earth under a mountain of flesh. Bruised as I 
was, I was still able to cateh a faint accent from 
above, to this effect — 

' I die for ... for .. ■ perdition take it, what 
ia it I die for ? . . . oh, yes, — France 1 I die that 
France may live 1 ' 

The surgeons Bwatmed around with their probes 
in their hands, and applied their microscopes to the 
whole area of M. Gambetta's person, with the happy 
result of finding nothing in the nature of a wound. 
Then a scene ensued which was in every way grati- 
fying and inspiriting. 

The two gladiators fell upon each other's necks, 
with floods of proud and happy t^ars; that other 
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second embraced me ; Uie Burgeons, the orators, the 
undertakera, the poliee, everybody embraced, every- 
body congratulated, everybody cried, and the whole 
atmosphere was filled with praise and with joy un- 
speakable. 

It seemed to me then that I would rather be a 
hero of a French duel than a crowned and sceptred 
monarch. 

When the commotion had somewhat subsided, 
the body of surgeons held a consultation, and after a 
good deal of debate decided that with proper care 
and nursing there was reason to believe that I should 
survive my injuries. My internal hurts were deemed 
the most serious, since it was apparent that a broken 
rib had penetrated my left lung, and that many of 
my organs had been pressed out so far to one side 
or the other of where they belonged, that it was 
doubtful if they would ever learn to perform their 
functions in such remote and unaccustomed localities. 
They then set my left arm in two places, pulled my 
right hip into its socket again, and re-elevated my 
nose. I was an object of great interest, and even 
admiration ; and many sincere and warm-hearted 
persons had themselves introduced to me, and said 
they were proud to know the only man who had been 
hurt in a French duel in forty years. 

I was placed in an ambulance at the very head of 
the procession ; and thus with gratifying idai I was 
marched into Paris, the most conspicuous figure in 
that great spectacle, and deposited at the hospital. 
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The cross of the Legion of Honour has been 
conferred upon me. However, few escape that diB- 
tiaction. 

Such is the true version of the most memorable 
private conflict of the age. 

I have no complaints to make against anyone. 
I acted for myself, and I can stand the consequences. 
Without boasting, I think I may say I am not afraid 
to stand before a modem French duellist, but as 
long as I keep in my right mind I will never consent 
to stand behind one again. 
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CHAPTER DC 

Ome day we took the train and went down to Mann- 
heim to Bee * King Lear ' played in Grerman. It was a 
mistake. We sat in our seats three whole hours, and 
never understood anything hut the thunder and 
lightning ; and even that waa reversed to suit Ger- 
man ideas, for the thunder came first and the light- 
ning followed after. 

The behaviour of the audience was perfect. 
There were no rustlings, or whisperings, or other 
little disturbances ; each act waa listened to in 
silence, and the applauding waa done after the cur- 
tain was down. The doors opened at half-past four, 
the play began promptly at half-past five, and within 
two minutes afterwards all who were coming were in 
their seats, and quiet reigned. A German gentleman 
in the train had said that a Shakespearian play was 
an appreciated treat in Germany, and that we should 
find the house filled. It waa true ; all the six tiers 
were filled, and remained so to the end — which sug- 
gested that it is not only balcony people who like 
Skakespeare in Germany, but those of the pit and 
the gallery too. 

Another time, we went to Mannheim and attended 
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a shivaree — otherwise an opera — the one called 
' Lohengrin.' The hanging and alamming and boom- 
ing and crashing were something beyond belief. 
The racking and pitiless pain of it remains stored 
up in my memory alongside the memory of the time 
that I had my teeth fiied. There were circumstances 
which made it necessary for me to stay through the 
four hours to the end, and I stayed ; but the recol- 
lection of that long, dragging, relentless season of 
suffering is indestructible. To have to endure it in 
silence, and sitting still, rdade it all the harder. I 
was in a railed compartment with eight or ten 
strangers, of the two sexes, and this compelled re- 
pression ; yet at times the pain was so exquisite that 
I could hardly keep the tears back. At those times, 
as the bowlings and wailings and sbriekings of the 
singers, and the ragings and roarings and explosions 
of the vast orchestra, rose higher and higher, and 
wilder and wilder, and fiercer and fiercer, I could 
have cried if I had been alone. Those strangers 
would not have been surprised to see a man do such a 
thing who was being gradually skinned, hut they 
would have mar\-elled at it here, and made remarks 
about it no doubt, whereas there was nothing in the 
present case which was an advantage over being 
skinned. There was a wait of half an hour at the 
end of the first act, and I cx>uld have gone out and 
rested during that time, hut I could not trust myself 
to do it, for 1 felt that I should desert and stay out. 
There was another wait of half an hour towards nine 



C,q,t,=cdbvG00glC 



72 . A Curious Play. 

o'clock, bub I had gone through so much by that time 
that I had no spirit left, and so had no desire but to 
be let alone. 

I do not wish to suggest that the rest of the 
people there were like me, for indeed they were not. 
Whether it was that they naturally liked that noise, 
or whether it was that they had learned to like it by 
getting used to it, I did not at that time know ; but 
they did like it, — this was plain enough. While it 
was going on they sat and looked as rapt and grate- 
ful as cats do when one strokes their hacks ; and 
whenever the curtain fell they rose to their feet, in 
one solid mighty multitude, and the air was snowed 
thick with waving handkerchiefs, and hurricanes of 
applause swept the place. Thia was not compre- 
hensible to me. Of course there were many people 
there who were not under compidsion to stay ; yet 
the tiers were as full at the cloae as th^ had been 
at the beginning. This showed that the people 
liked it. 

It was a curious sort of a play. In the matter of 
costumes and scenery it was fine and showy enough ; 
but there was not much action. That is to say, 
there was not much really done, it was only talked 
about; and always violently. It was what one might 
call a narrative play. Everybody had a narrative 
and a grievance, and none were reasonable about it, 
but all in an offensive and ungovernable state. 
There was little of that sort of customary thing 
where the tenor and the s<^rano stand down by the 
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footlights, warbling, with blended voices, and keep 
holding out their arms towards each other and draw- 
ing them back and spreading both hands over first 
one breast and then the other with a shake and a 
pressure, — no, it was every rioter for himself and no 
blending. Each sang his indictive narrative in 
turn, accompanied by the whole orchestra of sixty 
instruments ; and when this had continued for some 
time, and one was hoping that they might come to 
an understanding and modify the noise, a great 
chorus composed entirely of maniacs would suddenly 
break forth, and then during two minutes, and some- 
times three, I lived over again all that I had suffered 
the time the orphan asylum burned down. 

We only had one brief little season of heaven 
and heaven's sweet ecstasy and peace during all this 
long and diligent and acrimonious reproduction of 
the other place. This was while a gorgeous pro- 
cession of people marched around and around, in the 
third act, and sang the Wedding Chorus. To my 
untutored ear that was music — almost divine music. 
While my seared soul was steeped in the healing 
balm of those gracious sounds, it seemed to me that 
I could almost re-suffer the torments which had 
gone before, in order to be so healed again. There is 
where the deep ingenuity of the operatic idea is 
betrayed. It deals so largely in pain that its scat- 
tered delights are prodigiously augmented by the 
contrasts. A pretty air in an opera is prettier there 
than it could be anywhere else, I suppose, just as an 
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honest man in politics shines more than he would 

elsewhere. 

I have since found out that there is nothing the 
G-ermans like so much as an opera. They like it, not 
in a mild and moderate way, but with their whole 
hearts. This is a legitimate result of habit and 
education. Our nation will like the opera, too, 
by-and-by, no doubt. One in fifty of those who 
attend our operas likes it already, perhaps, hut I think 
a good many of the other forty-nine go in order to 
learn to like it, and the rest in order to be able to talk 
knowingly about it. The latter usually hum the airs 
while they are being sung, so that their neighbours 
may percdve that they have been to operas before. 
The funerals of these do not occur often enough. 

A gentle, old-maidish person and a sweet young 
girl of seventeen sat right in front of us that night 
at the Mannheim opeiTi. These people talked 
between the acts, and I understood them, though I 
understood nothing that was uttered on the distant 
stage. At first they were guarded in their talk, but 
after they had heard my agent and me conversing in 
English they dropped tbeir reserve, and I picked up 
many of their little confidences ; no, I mean many 
of Aer little confidences — meaning the elder party — 
for the young girl only listened, and gave assenting 
nods, but never said a word. How pretty she was, 
and how sweet she was ! I wished she would speak. 
But evidently she was absorbed in her own thoughts, 
her own young-girl dreams, and found a dearer 
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pleasure in sUeDce. But she was not dreaming 
sleepy dreams — no, she vas awake, alive, alert; she 
could not sit still a moment. She wasan enchanting 
study. Her gown was of a Bofl white silky stuff that 
clung to her round young figure like a fish's skin, 
and it was rippled over with the gracefuUeet little 
fringy films of lace ; she had deep, tender eyes, with 
long, curved laehes ; and she h^ peachy cheeks, and 
a dimpled chin, and such a dear little dewy rosebud 
of a mouth ; and she was so dove-like, bo pure, and 
so gracious, so eweet and bewitching. For long 
hours I did mightily wish she would speak. And at 
last she did ; the red lips parted, and. out leaped her 
thought, and with such a guileless and pretty enthu- 
siasm, too : ' Auntie, I juBt know I've got five hun- 
dred fleas on me ! ' 

That was probably over the average. Yes, it 
must have been very much over the" average. The 
average at that time in the Grand Duchy of Baden 
was forty-five to a young person (when alone), ac- 
cording to the official estimate of the Home Secretary 
for that year ; the average for older people was 
shifty and indeterminable, for whenever a wholesome 
yoimg girl came into the presence of her elders she 
immediately lowered their average and raised her 
own. She became a sort of contribution box. This 
dear young thing in the theatre had been sitting 
there unconsciously taking up a collection. Many a 
skinny old being in our neighbourhood was the 
happier and the restfuller for her coming. 
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In that large audience, that night, there were 
eight very conspicuous people. Tbese were ladies 
who had their hats or bonnets on. What a blessed 
thing it would be if a lady could make herself con- 
spicuous in our theatres by wearing her bat ! It is 
not usual in Europe to allow ladies and gentlemen 
to take bonnets, hats, overcoats, canes, or umbrellas 
into the auditorium, but in Mannheim this rule was 
not enforced because the audiences were largely made 
up of people from a distance, and among tiiese were 
always a few timid ladies who were a&aid that if 
they had to go into an ante-room to get their things 
when the play was over, they would miss their train. 
But the great mass of those who came from a distance 
always ran the risk and took the chances, preferring 
tlie loss of the train to a breach of good manners and 
the discomfort of being unpleasantly conspicuous 
during a stretch of three or four hours. 
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Three or four hours I That is a long time to sit in 
one place, whether one be conspicuous or not, yet 
some of Wagner's operas bang along for six whole 
hours on a stretch I But the people sit there and 
enjoy it all, and wish it would last longer. A German 
lady in Munich told me that a person could not like 
Wagner's music at first, but must go through the 
deliberate process of learning to like it — then be 
would have his sure reward ; for when he had learned 
to like it he would hunger for it and never be able 
to get enough of it. She said that six hours of 
Wagner was by no means too much. She said that 
this composer bad made a complete revolution in 
music, and was burying the old masters one by one 
And she said that Wagner's operas differed from all 
others in one notable respect, and that was that they 
were not merely spotted with music here and there, 
but were all music, from the first strain to the last. 
This surprised me. I said I had attended one of his 
insurrections, and found hardly any muaic in it ex- 
cept the Wedding Chorus. She said 'Lohengrin' was 
noisier than Wagner's other operas, but that if I 
would keep on going to see it I should find by-and- 
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by that it was all muaic, and therefore would then 
enjoy it. I could have said, ' But would you advise 
a person to deliberately practise having the toothache 
in the pit of his stomach for a couple of years in 
order that he might then come to enjoy it ? ' But 
I reserved that remark. 

This lady was full of the praises of the bead-tenor 
who had performed in a Wagner opera the night 
before, and went on to enlarge upon his old and pro- 
digious fame, and how many honours had been 
lavished upon him by the princely houses of Ger- 
many. Here was another surprise. I had attended 
that very opera, in the person of my agent, and had 
made close and accurate observations. So I said : 

'Why, madam, my eiperieuce warrants me in 
stating that that tenor's voice is not a voice at all, 
but only a shriek — the shriek of a hyena.' 

' That ia very true,' she said ; ' he cannot sing 
now ; it is already many years that he has lost his 
voice, but in other times he sang, yea, divinely I So 
whenever he comes, now, you shall see, yes, that the 
theatre will not hold the people. Jcmohl bei Gott ! 
his voice is wunderBckon in that past time.' 

I said she was disuovering to me a kindly trait 
in the Germans which was worth emulating. I said 
that over the water we were not quite so generous ; 
that with us, when a singer had lost his voice and a 
jumper had lost his legs, these parties ceased to 
draw. I said I had been to the opera in Hanover 
OQoe, and in Mannheim once, and in Munich 
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(through my authorised agent) once, and this large 
experience had nearly persuaded me that the Qer- 
mans preferred singers who couldn't sing. This 
wan not such a very extravagant speech either, for 
that hurly Mannheim tenor's praises had been the 
talk of all Heidelberg for a week before his perfor- 
mance took place, yet his voice was like the distress- 
ing noise which a nail makes when you screech it 
across a window pane. I said so to Heidelberg 
friends the next day, and they said, in the calmest 
and simplest way, that that was very true, but that 
in earlier times his voice had been wonderfully fine 
And the tenor in Hanover was just another esample 
of this sort. The English-speaking German gentle- 
man who went with me to the opera there was brim- 
ming with enthusiasm over that tenor. He said — 

' Ach Gott! a great man! You shall see him. 
He is so celebrate in all Germany; and he has a 
pension, yes, from the Government. He not obliged 
to sing now, only twice every year ; but if he not 
sing twice each year they take him his pension 
away.' 

Very well, we went. When the renowned old 
tenor appeared, I got a nudge and an excited 
whisper — ■ 

' Now you see him I ' 

But the ' celebrate ' was an astonishing disap- 
pointment to me. If he had been behind a screen, I 
should have supposed they were performing a surgical 
operation on him. I looked at my friend. To my 
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great surprise he aeemed intoxicated with pleasure, 
his eyes were dancing with eager delight. When the 
curtain at last fell, he burst into the stormiest ap- 
plause, and kept it up — ae did the whole house — 
until the afflictive tenor had come three times be- 
fore the curtain to make his bow. While the glow- 
ing enthusiast was swabbing the perspiration from 
his face, I said — 

' I don't mean the least harm, but really, now, do 
you think he can sing ? ' 

' Him ? iVb / QoU im Simmel, aber, how he has 
been able to sing twenty-five years ago?' [Then 
pensively.] ' Ach, no, runv he not sing any more, 
he only cry. When he think he sing, now, he not 
sing at all, no, he only make like a cat which is un- 
well.' 

Where and how did we get the idea that the 
G-ermans are a stolid, phlegmatic race ? In truth, 
they are widely removed from that. They are warm- 
hearted, emotional, impulsive; enthusiastic, their 
tears come at the mildest touch, and it is not hard 
to move them to laughter. They are the very child- 
ren of impulse. We are cold and self-contained, 
compared with the G-ermans. They hug and kiss and 
cry and shout and dance and sing ; and where we 
use one loving, petting expression, they pour out a 
score. Their language is full of endearing diminu- 
tives ; nothing that they'love escapes the application 
of a petting diminutive, — neither the house, nor the 
dog, nor the horse, nor the grandmother, nor any 
other creature, animate or inanimate. 
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In the theatres at HaDover, Hambui^, and 
Mannheim, they had a wiae custom. The moment 
the cnrtain went up, the lights in the body of the 
house went down. The audience sat in the cool 
gloom of a deep twilight, which greatly enhanced 
the glowing splendours of the stage. It saved gas, 
too, and people were not sweated to death. 

When I saw ' King Lear ' played, nobody was 
allowed to see a scene shifted ; if there was nothing 
to be done but slide a forest out of the way and 
expose a temple beyond, one did not see that forest 
split itself in the middle and go shrieking away, 
with the accompanying disenchanting spectacle of 
tlie hands and heels of the impelling impulse — no, 
the curtain was always dropped for an instant — one 
heard not the least movement behind it — but when 
it went up,the next instant, the forest was gone. Even 
when the stage was being entirely re-set, one heard 
no noise. During the whole time that ' King Lear ' 
was playing, the curtain was never down two minutes 
at any one time. The orchestra played until the 
curtain was ready to go up for the first time, then 
they departed for the evening. Where the stf^e- 
waite never reach two minutes, there is no occasion 
for music. I had never seen this two-minute business 
between acts but once before, and that was when 
the • Shaughran ' was played at Wallack's. 

I was at a concert in Munich one night, the 
people were streaming in, the clock-hand pointed to 
seven, the music struck up, and instantly all move- 
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ment in the body of the house ceased — nobody was 
standing, or waUdog up the aisles, or fumbling with 
a seat, the stream of iocomers had suddenly dried up 
at its source. I listened undisturbed to a piece of 
music that was fifteen minutes long — always expect- 
ing some tardy ticket-holders to come crowding past 
my knees, and beiDg continuously and pleasantly 
disappointed — but when the last note was struck, here 
came the stream again. You see, they had made 
those late comers wait in the comfortable waiting- 
pailour from the time the music bad begun until it 
was eDded. 

It was the first time I had ever seen this sort of 
criminals denied the privilege of destroying the 
comfort of a house full of their betters. Some of 
these were pretty fine birds, but no matter, they had 
to tarry outside in the long parlour under the in- 
spection of a double rank of liveried footmen and 
waiting-maids who supported the two walls with 
their backs and held the wraps and traps of their 
masters and mistresses on their arms. 

We had no footmen to hold our things, and it 
was not peimiBsible to take them into the concert 
room ; but there were some men and women to take 
charge of them for uh. They gave us checks for 
them and charged a fixed price, payable in advance — 
five cents. 

ia. Germany they always hear one thing at an 
opera which has never yet been heard in America, 
perhaps — I mean the closing strain of a fine solo ot 
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daet. We always smash into it with an earthquake 
of applause. The result is that we rob oureelves of 
the sweetest part of the treat ; we get the whisky, 
but we don't get the sugar in the bottom of the glass. 

Our way of scattering applause along through an 
act seems to me to be better than the Mannheim 
way of saving it all up till the act is ended. I 
do not see how an actor can forget himself and 
portray hot passion before a cold still audience. I 
should think he would feel foolish. It is a pain to 
me to this day, to remember how that old German 
Lear raged and wept and howled around the stage, 
with never a response from that hushed house, never 
a single outburst till the act was ended. To me 
there was something unspeakably uncomfortable in 
the solemn dead silences that always followed this 
old person's tremendous outpourings of his feelings. 
I could not help putting myself in his place — I 
thought I knew how sick and flat he felt during those 
silences, because I remembered a case which came 
under my observation once, and which — but I will 
tell the incident: 

Ooe evening on board a Mississippi steamboat, a 
boy of ten years lay asleep in a berth —a long, slim- 
le^ed boy, he was encased in quite a short shirt; it 
was the first time he had ever made a trip on a 
steamboat, and so he was troubled, and scared, and 
had gone to bed, with Ms head filled with inpending 
snaggings, and explosions, and conflagrations, and 
sudden death. About ten o'clock some twenty ladies 
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were sitting around about the ladies' saloon, quietly 
reading, sewing, embroidering, and so on, and 
among them sat a sweet, benignant old dame with 
roimd spectacles on her noee and her busy knitting- 
needles in her bands. Now all of a sudden, into the 
midst of this peaceful scene burst that slim-shanked 
boy in the brief shirt, wild-eyed, ereet-haired, and 
shouting, ' Fire, fire ! jump and run, the boat^a cy?re, 
and there ain't a minute to lose ! ' All those ladies 
looked sweetly up and smiled, nobody stirred, the old 
lady pulled her spectacles down, looked over them, 
and said, gently — 

'But you mustn't catch cold, child. Run and 
put on your breast-pin, and then come and tell us 
all about it.' 

It was a cruel chill to give to a poor little devil's 
gushing vehemence. He was expecting to be a sort 
of hero — the creator of a wild panic — and here 
everybody sat and smiled a mocking smile, and an 
old woman made fun of his bugbear. I turned and 
crept humbly away — for I was that boy — and never 
even cared to discover whether I had dreamed the 
fire or actually seen it. 

I am told that in a German concert or opera, 
they hardly ever encore a song ; that though they 
may be dying to hear it i^ain, their good breeding 
usually preserves them against requiring the re- 
petition. 

Kings may encore ; that is quite another matter ; 
it delights everybody to see that the king is pleased ; 
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and as to the actor encored, his pride and gratifica- 
tion are simply boundless. Still, there are circum- 
Btancea in which even a royal encore — 

But it is better to illustrate. The King of 
Bavaria is a poet, and has a poet's eccentricities — 
with the advantage over all other poeta of being able 
to gratify them, no matter what form they may take. 
He is fond of the opera, but not fond of sitting in the 
presence of an audience ; therefore, it has sometimes 
occurred, in Munich, that when an opera has been 
concluded and the players were getting off tlieir 
paint and finery, a command has come to them to 
get their paint and finery on again. Presently the 
King would arrive, solitary and alone, and the players 
would begin at the beginning and do the entire opera 
over again with only that one individnal in the vast 
solemn theatre for audience. Once he took an odd 
freak into his head. High up and out of sight, over 
the prodigious stage of the court theatre is a maze of 
interlacing water-pipes, so pierced that, in case of fire, 
innumerable little thread-like streams of water can 
be caused to descend ; and in case of need, this 
discharge can be augmented to a pouring flood. 
American managers might make a note of tliat. 
The King was sole audience. The opera proceeded, 
it was a piece with a storm in it ; the mimic thunder 
began to mutter, the mimic wind began to wail and 
sough, and the mimic rain to patter. The King's 
interest rose higher and higher ; it developed into 
enthusiasm. He cried out — 
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' It is good, very good indeed ! But I will have 
real rain I Turn on the water ! ' 

The manager pleaded for a reversal of the com- 
mand ; said it would ruin the costly Ecenery and the 
splendid costumes, but the King cried — 

*No matter, no matter, I will have real rain! 
Turn on the water I ' 

So the real rain was turned on and began to 
descend in gossamer lances to the mimic flower beds 
and gravel walks of the stage. The riehly-dresBed 
actresses and actors tripped about singing bravely 
and pretending not to mind it. The King was 
delighted, — his enthusiasm grew higher. He cried 
out — 

* Bravo, bravo I More thunder ! more lightning 1 
turn on more rain I' 

The thunder boomed, the lightning glared, the 
storm-winds raged, the deluge poured down. The 
mimic royalty on the stage, with their soaked satins 
clinging to their bodies, slopped around ankle deep 
in wat«r, warbling their sweetest and beat, the fiddlers 
under the eaves of the stage sawed away for dear life, 
with the cold overflow spouting down the backs of 
their necks, and the dry and happy King sat in his 
lofty box, and wore his gloves to ribands applauding. 
' More yet 1 ' cried the King ; ' more yet, — let 
loose all the thunder, turn on all the water ! I will 
hang the man that raises an umbrella I ' 

When this most tremendous and eflfective storm 
that had ever been produced in any theatre was at 
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last over, the King's approbation was measureless. 
He cried — 

' Magnificent, m^;ni£cent I ETicore ! Do it 
again !' 

But the manager succeeded in persuading him 
to recall the encore, and said the company would 
feel sufiBciently rewarded and complimented in the 
mere feet that the encore was desired by his Majesty, 
without &tiguing him with a repetition to gratify 
their own vanity. 

During the remainder of the act the lucky per- 
formers were those whose parts required changes of 
dress ; the others were a soaked, bedraggled, and 
uncomfortable lot, but in the last degree pictiiresque. 
The stage scenery was ruined, trap-doors were so 
swollen that they wouldn't work for a week after- 
wards, the fine costumes were spoiled, and no end of 
minor damages were done by tbat remarkable storm. 

It was a rofal idea — that storm — and royally 
carried out. But observe the moderation of the 
king : he did not insist upon his encore. If he had 
been a gladsome, unreflecting American opera- 
audience, he probably would have had Ms storm 
repeated and repeated until he drowned all those 
people. 
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The Bummer days passed pleasantly in Heidelberg. 
We had a skilled trainer, and under his instructions 
we were getting our legs in the right condition for 
the contemplated pedestrian tours ; we were well satis- 
fied with the progress which we had made in the 
G-erman language,' and more than satisfied with 
what we had accomplished in Art. We had had the 
best instructors in drawing and painting in Germany 
— Hammerling, Vogel, Miiller, Dietz, and Schumann. 
Hammerling taught us landscape painting, Vogel 
taught us figure drawing, Miiller taught tis to do 
stm-life, and Dietz and Schumann gave us a finish- 
ing course in two specialities — battle-pieces and ship- 
wrecks. Whatever I am in Art I owe to these men. 
I have something of the manner of each and all of 
them ; but they all said that I had also a manner of 
my own, and that it was conspicuous. They said 
there was a marked individuality about my style, 
insomuch that if I ever painted the commonest type 
of a dog, I should be sure to throw a something into 
the aspect of that dog which would keep ^im from 
being mistaken for the creation of any other artist. 
' See Appendix D fot information concemiDg tlus fearful tongue. 
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Secretly I wanted to believe all these kind sayiDgs, 
but I could not ; I waB afraid tltat my mastere' par- 
tiality for me, and pride in me, biased their jndg- 
ment. So I resolved to make a test. Privately, 
and unknown to anyone, I painted my gteat picture, 
' Heidelberg Castle Illuminated ' — my first reaUy 
important work in oils — and bad it hung up in the 
midst of a wilderaesa of oil pictures in the Art 
Exhibition, with no name attached to it. To my 
great gratification it was instantly recognised as 
mine. All the town flocked to see it, and people 
even came from neighbouring localities to siaA it. 
It made more stir than any other work in the 
Exhibition. But the most gratifying thing of all 
was that chance strangers, passing through, who had 
not heard of my picture, were not only drawn 
to it, as by a loadstone, the moment they entered 
the gallery, but always took it for a ' Turner.' 

Mr. Harris was graduated in Art about the same 
time with myself, and we took a studio together. 
We waited awhile for some orders; then as time 
began to drag a little, we concluded to make a 
pedestrian tour. After much consideration, we 
determined on a trip up the shores of the beautiful 
Neckar to Heilbronn. Apparently nobody had ever 
done that. There were ruined castles on the over- 
hanging clififs and crags all the way; these were 
said to have their legends, like those on the Rhine, 
and, what was better still, they had never been in 
print. There was nothing in the books about that 
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lovely region ; it had been neglected bj the tourist, it 
was virgin soil for the literary pioneer. 

Meantirae the knapsacks, the rough walking 
suits, and the stout walking shoes which we had 
ordered, were finished and brought to UB. A Mr. X. 
and a young Mr. Z. had agreed to go with us. We 
went around one evening and bade good-bye to our 
friende, and afterwards had a little farewell banquet 
at the hotel. We got to bed early, for we wanted to 
make an eaily start, so as to take advantage of the 
cool of the morning. 

We were out of bed at break of day, feeling fi'esh 
and vigorous, and took a hearty breakfast, then 
plunged down through the leafy arcades of the Castle 
grounds, towards the town. What a glorious sum- 
mer morning it was, and how the flowers did pour 
out their fragrance, and how the birds did sing I It 
was just the time for a tramp through the woods 
and mountains. 

We were all dressed alike : broad slouch hats, to 
keep the sun off; grey knapsacks ; blue army shirts ; 
blue overalls ; leathern gaiters buttoned tight from 
knee dowa to ankle; high-quarter coarse shoes 
snugly laced. Each man had an opera-glass, a can- 
teen, and a guide-book case slung over his shoulder, 
and carried an alpen-stock in one hand and a sun 
umbrella in the other. Around our hats were wound 
many folds of soft white muslin, with the ends hang- 
ing and flapping down our backs — an idea brought 
from the Orient and used by tourists ^ over Europe. 
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Harris carried the little watch-like maelmie called a 
' pedometer,' whose office is to keep count of a 
man's steps and tell how far he has walked. Every- 
body stopped to admire our costumes and give us a 
hearty : ' Pleasant march to you ! ' 

When we got down town I found that we could 
go by rail to within five miles of Heilbronn. The 
train was just starting, so we jumped aboard and went 
tearing away in splendid spirits. It was agreed all 
around that we had done wisely, because it would be 
just as enjoyable to walk dotim the Neekar as up it, 
and it could not be needful to walk both ways. There 
were some nice German people in our compartment. 
I got to talking Bome pretty private matters pre- 
sently, and Harris became nervous ; so he nudged 
me and said — 

' Speak in German — these Germans may under- 
stand English.' 

I did so, and it was well I did ; for it turned out 
that there was not a German in that party who did 
not understand English perfectly. It is curious how 
wide-spread our language is in Germany. After a 
while some of those folks got out, and a German 
gentleman and his two young daughters got in. I 
spoke in German to one of the latter several times, 
but without result. Finally she said — 

*Ich verstehe nur Deutsch und Englisch' — or 
words to that effect. That is, ' I don't understand 
any language but German and English.' 

And sure enough, nob only she but her &therand 
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sistei spoke English. So after that we had all the 
talk we wanted ; and we wanted a good deal, for 
they were a very pleasant people. They were greatly 
interested in our costumes; especially the alpen- 
stocks, for they had not seen any before. They said 
that the Neckar road was perfectly level, so we must 
be going to Switzerland or some other ragged 
country ; and asked us if we did not find the walk- 
ing pretty fatiguing in such warm weather. But we 
said No. 

AVe reached Wimpfen — I think it was Wimpfen 
— io about three hours, and got out, not the least 
tired ; found a good hotel and ordered beer and 
dinner ; then took a stroll through the venerable old 
village. It was very picturesque and tumble-down, 
and dirty and interesting. It had queer houses five 
hundred years old m it, and a military tower, 115 
feet high, which had stood there more than ten 
centuries. I made a little sketch of it. I kept a 
copy, but gave the original to the Burgomaster. I 
think the original was better than the copy, because 
it had more windows in it, and the grass stood up 
better and had a brisker look. There was none 
around the tower, though ; I composed the grass my- 
- self, from studies I made in a field by Heidelbei^ in 
Hammerling's time. The man on top, looking at 
the view, is apparently too large, but I found he 
could not be made smaller conveniently. I wanted 
him there, and I wanted him visible, so I thought 
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out a way to manage it ; I compoBed the picture 
from two points of view ; the spectator is to observe 
the man from about wliere that flag is, and he must 
observe the tower itself from the ground. This har- 
monises the seeming discrepancy. 

Near an old cathedral, under a shed, were three 
crosses of stone, — mouldy and damaged things, 
bearing life-size stone figures. The two thieves 
were dressed in the fanciful court costumes of the 
middle of the sixteenth centiuy, while the Saviour 
was nude, with the exception of a cloth around the 
loius. 

We had dinner under the green trees in a garden 
belonging to the hotel and overlooking the Neckar ; 
then, after 8 smoke, we went to bed. We had a 
refreshing nap, then got up about three in the after- 
noon and put on our panoply. As we tramped gaily 
out at the gate of the town, we overtook a peasant's 
cart, partly laden with odds and ends of cabbages and 
similar vegetable rubbish, and drawn by a small cow 
and a smaller donkey yoked t<^ether. It was a 
pretty slow concern, hut it got us into Heilbronn 
before dark, — five miles, or possibly it was seven. 

We stopped at the very same inn which the 
famous old robber knight and rough fighter, Gotz, 
von Berlichingen, abode in after be got out of 
captivity in the Square Tower of Heilbronn between 
three bimdred and fifty and four hundred years ago. 
Harris and I occupied the same room which he had 
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occupied, and the same paper had not all peeled off 
the w&Ub yet. The furniture was quaint old carved 
stuff, full four hundred years old, and some of the 
smells were over a thousand. There tnis a hook in 
the wall, which the landlord said the terrilic old G-otz 
used to hang his iron hand on when he took it off to 
go to bed. This room was very large — it might bo 
called immense — and it was on the first fioor ; which 
means it was in the second story, for in Europe the 
bouses are so high that they do not count the first 
story, else they would get tired climbing before they 
got to the top. The wall paper was a fiery red, with 
hiige gold figures in it, well smirched by time, and it 
covered all the doors. These doora fitted so anugly 
and continued the figures of the paper so unbrokenly 
that when they were closed one had to go feeling and 
searching along the wall to find them. There was a 
stove in the comer — one of those tall, square, stately 
white porcelain things that looks like a monument, 
and keeps you thinking of death when you ought to 
be enjoying your travels. The windows looked out 
on a little alley, and over that into a stable and some 
poultry and pig yards in the rear of some tenement 
houses. There were the customary two beds in the 
500m, one in one end of it, the other in the other, 
about an old-fashioued brass-mounted single-barrelled 
pistol-shot apart. They were fully as narrow as the 
usual German bed, too, and had the German bed's 
ineradicable habit of spilling the blankets on the 
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floor every time you forgot yourself aDd went to 
sleep. 

A rouDd table as large as King Arthur's stood in 
the centre of the room ; while the waiters were 
getting ready to serve our dinner on it we all went 
out to see the renowned clock on the fi-ont of the 



C,q,t,=cdbvG00g[C 



96 



CHAPTER XII. 

The Rathkaus, or municipal building, is of the 
quaintest and most picturesque Middle-Age archi- 
tecture. It has a massive portico and steps before 
it, heavily halustraded, and adorned with life-size 
rusty iron knights in complete armour. The clock 
face on the front of the building is very large, and 
of curious pattern. Ordinarily a gilded angel strikes 
the hour on a big bell with a hammer ; as the strik- 
ing ceases, a life-size figure of Time raises its hour- 
glass and turns it ; two golden rams advance and 
butt each other ; a gilded cock lifts its wings ; but 
the main features are two great angels, who stand on 
each side of the dial with long horns at their lips : 
it was said that they blew melodious blasts on these 
horns every hour ; but they did not do it for us. 
We were told later that they blew only at night, 
when the town was still. 

Within the Bathhava were a number of huge 
wild boar's heads, preserved and mounted on brackets 
along the wall; they bore inscriptions telling who 
killed them, and how many hundred years ago it was 
done. One room in the building was devoted to the 
preeervatioQ of ancient archives. There they showed 
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U8 no end of aged documents ; some were signed by 
Popes, some by Tilley and other great Generals, and 
one was a letter written and subscribed by Gotz von 
Berlichingen in Heilbronn in 1519 just after hia 
release from the Square Tower. 

This fine old robber-knight waa a devoutly and 
sincerely religious man, hospitable, charitable to the 
poor, fearless in fight, active, enterprising, and pos- 
sessed of a large and generous nature. He had in him 
a quality which was rate in that rough time — the 
quality of being able to overlook moderate injuries, 
and of being able to foi^ve and forget mortal ones as 
soon as he had soundly trounced the authors of them. 
He was prompt to take up any poor devil's quarrel 
and risk his neck to right him. The common folk 
held him dear, and his memory is still green in 
ballad and tradition. He used to go on the high- 
way and rob rich wayfarers; and other times he 
would swoop down from his high castle on the hills 
of the Neckar and capture passing cargoes of mer- 
chandise. In his Memoirs he piously thanks the 
G-iver of all Good for remembering him in his needs 
and delivering sundry such cargoes into his hands at 
times when only special providences could have re- 
lieved him. He was a doughty warrior, and found a 
deep joy in battle. In an assault upon a stronghold 
in Bavaria, when he was only twenty-three years old, 
his right hand was shot away, but he was so inte- 
rested in the fight that he did not observe it for a 
while. He said that the iron hand which was made 
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for him afterward, and which he wore for more than 
half a century, was nearly as clever a member as the 
fleshy one had been. I was glad to get a facsimile 
of the letter written by this fine old Giennan Eobin 
Hood, though I was not able to read it. He was a 
better artist with his sword than with his pen. 

We went down by the river and saw the Square 
Tower. It was a very venerable structure, very 
strong, and very unomamental. There was no open- 
ing near the ground. They had to use a ladder to 
get into it, no doubt.' 

We visited the principal church, also, a curious 
old structure, with a tower-like spire adorned witi 
all sorts of grotesque images. The inner walls of 
the church were placarded with large mural tablets 
of copper, bearing engraved inscriptions celebrating 
the merits of old Heilbronn worthies of two or three 
centilries ago, and also bearing rudely painted effigies 
of themselves and their families tricked out in the 
queer costumes of those days. The head of the 
family sat in the foreground, and beyond him ex- 
tended a eharply receding and diminishing row of 
sons ; facing him sat his wife, and beyond her ex- 
tended a long row of diminishing daughters. The 
family was usually large, but the perspective bad. 

Then we hired the hack and the horse which 
Gotz von Berliehingen used to use, and drove several 
miles into the country to visit the place called 
Wdbertreu — Wife's Fidelity, I suppose it means. 
It was a feudal castle of the Aliddle Ages. When 
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we reached its aeighbourhood we found it was 
besutifuUy situated, but on top of a mound, or hill, 
round and tolerably steep, and about two hundred 
feet high. Therefore, as the sun was blazing hot, 
we did not climb up there, but took the place on 
. trust, and observed it from a distance, while the 
horse leaned up against a fence and rested. The 
place has no interest except tb;it which is lent it by 
its l^end, which is a very pretty one — to this eflfect : 

THE LEOGND. 

In the Middle Ages a couple of young dukes, 
brothers, took opposite sides in one of the ware, the 
one fighting for the Emperor, the other against him. 
One of them owned the castle and village on top of 
the mound which I have been speaking of, and in his 
absence his brother came with his knighte and 
soldiers and began a siege. It was a long and 
tedious business ; for the people made a stubborn 
and faithful defence. But at last their supplies ran 
out, and starvation began its work; more fell by 
hunger than by the missiles of the enemy. They 
by-and-by surrendered, and begged for charitable 
terms. But the beleaguering prince was so incensed 
against them for their long resistance that he said 
he would spare none but the women and children — 
all the men should be put to the sword without ex- 
ception, and all their goods destroyed. Then the 
women came and fell on their knees and begged for 
the lives of their husbands. 
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' No,' aaid the prince, ' not a man of them shall 
escape alive ; you yourselves shall go with your 
children into houseless and frteDdless banishment ; 
but that you may not starve I grant you thiB one 
grace, that each woman may bear with her from this 
place as much of her most valuable property as she 
is able to carry. 

Very well, presently the gates swung open and 
out filed those women carrying their hv^hands on 
their shoulders. The besiegers, furious at the trick, 
rushed forward to slaughter the men, but the Duke 
stepped between and said, — 

' No, put up your swords — a prince's word is 
inviolable.' 

When we got back to the hotel, King Arthur's, 
Hound Table was ready for us in its white drapery, 
and the head waiter and his first assistant, in swallow- 
tails and white cravats, brought in the soup and the 
hot plates at once. 

Mr. X, had ordered the dinner, and when the 
■wine came on, he picked up a bottle, glanced at the 
label, and then turned to the grave, the melancholy, 
the sepulchral head waiter and said it was not the 
sort of wine he had asked for. The bead waiter 
picked up the bottle, cast his undertaker-eye on it, 
and said: — 

'It is true; I beg pardon.' Then he turned 
on his subordinate and calmly said, ' Bring another 
label.' 

At the same time he slid the present label off 
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with his hand aad laid it aside ; it had been newly 
put on, ite paste was still wet. When the new label 
came, he put it on ; our French wine being now 
turned into German wine, according to desire, the 
head waiter went blandly about his other duties, as 
if the working of this sort of miracle was a common 
and easy thing to him. 

Mr. X. said he had not known before that there 
were people honest enough to do this miracle in 
public, but he was aware that thousands upon 
thousands of labels were imported into America from 
Europe every year, to enable dealers to furnish to 
their customers, in a quiet and inexpensive way, all 
the different kinds of foreign wines they might re- 
quire. 

"We took a turn around the town, after dinner, 
and found it fully as interesting in the moonlight as 
it had been in the day time. The streets were 
narrow and roughly paved, and there was not a side- 
walk or a street lamp anywhere. The dwellings 
were centuries old, and vast enough for hotels. 
They widened all the way up ; the stories projected 
further and further forward and aside as they as- 
cended, and the long rows of lighted windows, filled 
with little bits of panes, curtained with figured white 
muslin and adorned outside with boxes of flowers, 
made a pretty effect. The moon was bright, and the 
light and shadow very strong ; and nothing could 
be more picturesque than those curving streets, with 
their rows of huge high gables leaoing far over 
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toward each other in a friendly gossiping way, and- 
the crowds below drifting' through the alternating 
blots of gloom and mellow bars of moonlight. Nearly 
everybody was abroad, chatting, singing, romping, or 
msBsed in lazy comfortable attitudes in the doorways, 
In one place there was a public building which 
was fenced about with a thick, rusty chain, which 
sagged from post to post in a succession of low 
swings. The pavement here was made of heavy 
blocks of stone. In the glare of the moon a party of 
barefooted children were swinging on those chains 
and having a noisy good time. They were not the 
first ones who had done that ; even their grea(>-great- 
grandfathers had not been the first to do it when 
they were children. The strokes of the bare feet 
had worn grooves inches deep in the stone flags ; it 
had taken many generations of swinging children to 
accomplish that. Everywhere in the town were the 
mould and decay that go with antiquity, and evidence 
it ; but I do not know that anything else gave us so 
vivid a sense of the old age of Heilbronn as those 
foot>-wom grooves in the paving stones. 
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When we got back to the hotel I wound and set the 
pedometer and put it in ray pocket, for I was to 
carry it next day and keep record of the miles we 
made. The work which we had given the iuBtru- 
ment to do during the day which had juat closed, 
had not fatigued it perceptibly. 

We were in bed by ten, for we wanted to be up 
and away on our tramp homeward with the dawn. 
I hung fire, but Harris went to sleep at once. I 
hate a man who goes to sleep at once ; there is a 
sort of indefinable something about it which is not 
exactly an insult, and yet is an insolence ; and one 
which is hard to bear, too. I lay there fretting over 
this injury, and trying to go to sleep ; but the harder 
I tried the wider awake I grew. I got to feeling 
very lonely in the dark, with no company but an 
undigested dinner. My mind got a start by-and-by, 
and began to consider the beginning of every subject 
which has ever been thought of; but it never went 
further than the beginning ; it was touch and go ; it 
fled from topic to topic with a frantic speed. At 
the end of an hour my head was in a perfect whirl, 
and I was dead tired, fagged out. 
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The fatigue was so great that it presently began 
to make some head against the nervous excitement ; 
while imagining myself -wide awake, I would really 
doze into momentary unconsciousDesses, and come 
suddenly out of them with a physical jerk which 
nearly wrenched my joints apart — the delusion of 
the instant being that I was tumbling backwards over 
a precipice. After I had fallen over eight or nine 
precipices and thus found out that one half of my 
brain had been asleep eight or nine times without 
the wide-awake, hard-working other half suspecting 
it, the periodical unconsciousnesses began to extend 
their spell gradually over more of my brain-territory, 
and at last I sank into a drowse which grew deeper 
and deeper and was doubtless just on the very point 
of becoming a solid, blessed, dreamless stupor, when 
■ — what was that ? 

My dulled faculties dragged themselves . partly 
back to life, and took a receptive attitude. Now 
out of an immense, a limitless distance, came a 
something which grew and grew, and approached, 
and presently waa recognisable as a sound — it had 
rather seemed to be a feeling, before. This sound 
was a mile away, now — perhaps it was the murmur 
of a storm ; and now it was nearer — not a quarter of 
a mile away ; was it the muffled rasping and grinding 
of distant machinery ? No, it came still nearer ; was ' 
it the measured tramp of a marching tioop ? But it 
came nearer still, and still nearer — and at last it was 
right in the room : it was merely a mouse gnawing 
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the wood-work. So I bad held my breath all that 
time for such a trifle. 

Well, what was done could not he helped; I 
would go to Bleep at once aud make up the lost time. 
That was a thoughtless thought. Without intending 
it — hardly knowing it — I fell to listening intently 
to that sound, and even unconsciously counting the 
strokes of the mouse's nutmeg-grater. Presently I 
was deriving exquisite suffering from this employ- 
ment, yet maybe I could liave endured it if the 
mouse had attended steadily to hia work ; but he did 
not do that ; he stopped every now and then, and I 
suffered more while waiting and listening for him to 
b^in again than I did while he was gnawing. Along 
at first I was mentally offering a reward of five, — 
six, — seven, — ten — dollars for that mouse; hut 
towards the last I was offering rewards which were 
entirely beyond my means. I closereefed my ears,— - 
that is to say, I bent the flaps of them down, and 
furled them into five or six folds, and pressed them 
against the hearing-orifice, — but it did no good: the 
faculty was so sharpened by nervous excitement that 
it was become a microphone, and could hear through 
the overlays without trouble. 

My anger grew to a frenzy. I finally did what 
all persons before me have done, clear back to Adam, 
— resolved to throw something. I reached down 
and got my walking shoes, then sat up in bed and 
listened, in order to exactly locate the noise. But I 
couldn't do it; it was as unlocatahle as a cricket's 
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noise ; and where one thinks that that is, is always 
the very place where it isn't. So I presently hurled 
a shoe at random, and with a vicious vigour. It 
struck the wall over Harris's head and fell down on 
him ; I had not imagined I could throw so far. It 
woke Harris, and I was glad of it until I found he 
was not angry ; then I was sorry. He soon went to 
sleep again, which pleased me ; but straightway the 
mouse began again, which roused my temper once 
more. I did not want to wake Harris a second time, 
but the gnawing continued rmtil I was compelled to 
throw the other shoe. This time I broke a mirror — 
there were two in the room — I got the largest one, 
of course, Harris woke again, but did not complain, 
and I was sorrier than ever. I resolved that I would 
suffer all possible torture before I would disturb him 
a third time. 

The mouse eventually retired, and by-and-by I 
was sinking to sleep, when a clock began to strike ; 
I counted, till it was done, and was about to drowse 
again when another clock began ; I counted ; then 
the two great Itatbhaus clock angels began to send 
forth soft, rich, melodious blasts from their long 
trumpets. I had never heard anything that was so 
lovely, or weird, or mysterious, — but when they got 
to blowing the quarter-hours, they seemed to me to 
be overdoing the thing. Every time I dropped off 
for a moment, a new noise woke me. Each time I 
woke I missed my coverlet, and had to reach down 
to the floor and get it again. 
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At last all sleepiness forsook me. I recognised 
the fact that I was hopelessly and permanently wide 
awake. Wide awake, and feverish and thirsty. When 
I had lain tossing there as long as I could endure it, 
it occurred to me that it would be a good idea to 
dress and go out in the great square and take a 
re&eshing wash in the fountain, and smoke and 
reflect there until the remnant of the night was gone. 

I believed I could dress in the dark without 
waking Harris. I had banished my shoes after the 
mouse, but my sUppers would do for a summer night. 
So I rose softly, and gradually got on everything, — 
down to one sock. I couldn't seem to get on the 
track of that sock, any way I could fix it. But I 
had to have it ; so I went down on my Lands and 
knees with one slipper on and the other in my hand, 
and began to paw gently around and rake the floor, 
but with no success. I enlarged my circle, and went 
on pawing and raking. With every pressure of my 
knee, how the floor creaked! and every time I 
chanced to rake against any article, it seemed to 
give out thirty-five or thirty-six times more noise 
than it would have done in the day time. In those 
cases I always stopped and held my breath till I was 
sure Harris had not awakened, — then I crept along 
again. I moved on and on, but I could not find the 
sock ; I could not seem to find anything but furni- 
ture. I could not remember that there was much 
furniture in the room when I went to bed, but the 
place was alive with it now, — especially chairs, — 
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chairs everywhere, — had a couple of ikmilies moved 
in, in the meantime ? And I never could seem to 
gkmce on one of those chairs, but always struck it 
fiill and square with my head. My temper rose, by 
steady and sure degrees, and as I pawed on and on, I 
fell to making vicious comments under my breath. 

Finally, with a venomous access of irritation, I 
said I would leave without the sock ; so I rose up 
and made straight for the door, — as I supposed, — and 
suddenly confronted my dim spectral image in the 
unbroken mirror. It startled the breath out of me, 
for an instant ; it also showed me that I was lost, 
and had no sort of idea where I was. When I real- 
ised this, I was so angry that I had to sit down on 
the floor ^d take hold of something to keep from 
lifting the roof off with an explosion of opinion. 
n there had been only one mirror, it might possibly 
have helped to locate me ; but there were two, and 
two were as bad aa a thousand ; besides these were 
on opposite sides of the room. I could see the dim 
Wur of the windows, but in my tumed-around con- 
dition they were exactly where they ought not to 
be, and so they only confused me instead of helping 
me. 

I started to get up, and knocked down an um- 
brella; it made a noise like a pistol-shot when it 
struck that hard, slick carpetless floor ; I grated my 
teeth and held my breath, — Harris did not stir. I 
set the umbrella slowly and carefully on end gainst 
the wall, but as soon as I took my hand away, its 
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heel slipped irom under it, and down it came again 
vith another bang. I shrunk together and listened 
a moment in silent fury, — no harm done, everything 
quiet. With the most painstaking care and nicety 
I stood the Timbrella up once more, took my hand 
away, and down it came again. 

I have been strictly reared, but if it had not 
been so dark and solemn and awful there in that 
lonely vast room, I do believe I should have said 
something then which could not be put into a Sunday- 
school book without injuring the sale of it. , If my 
reasoning powers had not been already sapped dry 
by my harassments, I would have known better than 
to try to set an umbrella on end on one of those 
glassy German floors in the dark ; it can't be done 
in the daytime without four failures to one success. 
I had one comfort, though, — Harris was yet still and 
silent, — he had not stirred. 

The umbrella could not locate me, — there were 
four standing around the room, and all alike. I 
thought I would feel along the wall and find the 
door in that way. I rose up and began this opera- 
tion, but raked down a picture. It was not a lai^e 
one, but it made noise enough for a panorama. 
Harris gave out no sound, but I felt that if I experi- 
mented any further with the pictures I should be 
sure to wake him. Better give up trying to get 
out. Yea, I would find King Arthur's Bound Table 
once more, — I had already found it several times, — 
and use it for a base of departure on an exploring 
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tour for my bed ; if I could find my bed I could 
then find my water pitcher; I would quench my 
raging; thirst and turn in. So I started on my hands 
and knees, because I could go faster that way, and 
with more confidence, too, and not knock down things. 
By-and-hy I found the table, — with my head, — 
rubbed the bruise a little, then rose up and started, 
with hands abroad and fingers spread, to balance 
myself. I found a chair ;, then the wall ; then 
another chair ; theua sofa ; then an alpenstock, then 
another so& ; this confounded me, for I had thought 
there was only one sofa, I hunted up the table 
again and took a fresh start; found some more 
chairs. 

It occurred to me, now, as it ought to have done 
before, that as the table was round, it was therefore 
of no value as a base to aim from ; so I moved off 
once more, and at random among the wilderness of 
chairs and sofas, — wandered off into unfamiliar 
regions, and presently knocked a candlestick off a 
mantelpiece ; grabbed at the candlestick and 
knocked off a lamp ; grabbed at the lamp and 
knocked off a water-pitcher with a rattling crash, 
and thought to myself, ' I've found you at last, — I 
judged I was close upon you.' Harris shouted 
'murder,' and 'thieves,' and finished with Tm 
absolutely drowned.' 

The crash had roused the house. Mr. X. pranced 
in in his long night garment with a candle, young 
Z. after him with another candle; a procession 
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gwept in at another door with candles and lanterns, 
landlord and two German guests in their nightgowns, 
and a chambermaid in hers, 

I looked around ; I was at Harris's bed, a Sabbath 
day's journey from my own. There was only one 
sofa, it was against the wall ; there was only one 
chair where a body could get at it — I had been re- 
volving around it like a planet, and colliding with 
it like a comet half the night. 

I explained how I had been employing myself, 
and why. Then the landlord's party left, and the 
rest of us set about our preparations for break&st, 
for the dawn was ready to break. I glanced fur- 
tively at my pedometer, and found I had made forty- 
seven miles. But I did not care, for I had come out 
for a pedestrian tour anyway. 



c,q,t,=cdbvGoogle 



CHAPTER XIV. 

When the landlord learned that I and my agent 
were artists, our party rose perceptibly in his es- 
teem ; we rose still higher when he learned that we 
were making a pedestrian tour of Europe. 

He told us all about the Heidelberg road, and 
which were the best places to avoid, and which the 
best ones to tany at ; he chained me less than cost 
for the things I broke in the night ; he put up a 
fine luncheon for us, and added to it a quantity of 
great light-green plums, the pleasantest fruit in 
Grermany ; he was so anxious to do us honour that 
he would not allow us to walk out of Heilhronn, but 
called up Gotz von Berlichingen's horse and cab and 
made us ride. 

I made a sketch of the turn-out. It is not a 
Work, it is only what artists call a ' study ' — a thing 
to make a iinished picture from. This sketch has 
several blemishes in it ; for instance, the waggon is 
not travelling as fast as the horse is. This is wrong. 
Again, tje person trying to get out of the way is too 
small ; he is out of perspective, as we say. The two 
upper lines are not the horse's back, they are the 
reins; there seems to be a wheel missing — this 
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would be corrected in a finished Work, of couree. 
That thing flying out behind is not a flag, it is a 
curtain. That other thing up there is the aun, but I 
didn't get enough distance on it, I do not remember, 
now, what that thing is that is in front of the man 
who is running, but I think it is a haystack or a 
woman. This study was exhibited in the Paris 
Salon of 1879, but did not take any medal ; they do 
not give medals for studies. 

We discharged the carri^;e at the bridge. The 
river was full of logs — long, slender, barkless pine 
logs — and we leaned on the rails of the bridge and 
watched the men put them together into rafts. 
These rafts were of a shape and construction to suit 
the crookedness and extreme narrowness of the 
Neckar. They were from 50 to 100 yards long, and 
they gradually tapered from a 9-log breadth at their 
stems, to a 3-log breadth at their bow-enda. The 
main part of the steering is done at the bow, with 
a pole ; the 3-log breadth there furnishes room for 
only the steersman, for these little logs are not 
larger around than an average young lady's waist. 
The connections of the several sections of the raft 
are slack and pliant, so that the raft may be readily 
bent into any sort of curve required by the shape of 
the river. 

The Neckar is in many places so narrow that a 
person can throw a dog across it, if he has one ; 
when it is also sharply curved in such places, the 
raftsman has to do some pretty nice snug piloting to 
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make the turns. The river ifi not always allowed to 
spread over its whole bed — which is as much as 
thirty, and sometimes forty yards wide — but is split 
into three equal bodies of water, by etone dykes 
which throw the main volume, depth, and current, 
into the central one. In low water these neat nar- 
row-edged dikes project four or five inches above 
the surface, like the comb of a submerged roof, but 
in high water they are overflowed. A hatful of rain 
makes high water in the Neckar, and a basketful 
produces an overflow. 

There are dykes abreast the Schloes Hotel, and 
the current is violently swift at that point. I used 
to sit for hours in my glass cage, watching the long 
narrow rafts slip along through the central channel, 
grazing the right-bank dyke, and aiming carefully 
for the middle arch of the stone bridge below; I 
watched them in this way, and lost all this time 
hoping to see one of them hit the bridge-pier and 
wreck itself sometime or other, but was always dis- 
appointed. One was smashed there one morning, but 
I had just stepped into my room a moment to light 
a pipe, so I lost it. 

While I was looking down upon the rafts that 
morning in Heilbronn, the dare-devil, spirit of ad- 
venture came suddenly upon me, and I said to my 



' / am going to Heidelberg on a raft. Will you 
venture with me ? ' 

Their faces paled a little, but they assented with 
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as good a grace as they could. Harris wanted to 
cable his mother — thought it his duty to do that, 
as he was all she had in this world — so, while he at^ 
tended to this, I went down to the longest and finest 
raft and hailed the captain with a hearty ' Ahoy, 
shipmate I ' which put us upon pleasant terms at 
once, and we entered upon business. I said we were 
on a pedestrian tour to Heidelberg, and would like 
to take passage with him. I said this partly through 
young Z,, who spoke German very well, and partly 
through Mr, X., who spoke it peculiarly. I can 
UTiderstand German aa well as the maniac that in- 
vented it, but I talk it best through an interpreter. 

The captain hitched up his trousers, then shifted 
Mb quid thoughtfully. Presently he said just what I 
was expecting he would say, that he had no license 
to carry passengers, and therefore was afraid the law 
would be after him in case the matter got noised 
about or any accident happened. So I chartered the 
raft and the crew, and took all the responsibilities on 
myself. 

With a rattling song the starboard watch bent to 
their work and hove the cable short, then got the 
anchor home, and our bark moved off with a stately 
stride, and soon was bowling along at about two 
knots an hour. 

Our party were grouped amidships. At first the 
talk was a little gloomy, and ran mainly upon the 
shortness of life, the uncertainty of it, the perils 
which beset it, and the need and wisdom of being 
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always prepared for the worst; this ehaded oflf into 
low-voiced references to the dangers of the deep, and 
kindred matters ; but as the gray east began to red- 
den, and the mysterious solemnity and silence of the 
dawn to give place to the joy-songs of the birds, the 
talk took a cheerier tone, and our spirits began to 
rise steadily. 

Germany, in the summer, is the perfection of the 
beautiful, but nobody has understood, and realised, 
and enjoyed the utmost possibiUties of this soft and 
peaceful beauty unless he has voyaged down the 
Keckar on a raft. The motion of a raft is the 
needful motion ; it is gentle, and gliding, and smooth, 
and noiseless ; it calms down all feverish activities, 
it soothes to sleep all nervous hurry and impatience ; 
under its restful influence all the troubles and vexa- 
tions and sorrows that harass the mind vanish away, 
and existence becomes a dream, a charm, a deep and 
tranquil ecstasy. How it contrasts with hot and 
perspiring pedestrianism, and dusty and deafening 
railroad rush, and tedious jolting behind tired horses 
over blinding white roads 1 

We went slipping silently along, between the 
green and fragrant banks, witli a sense of pleasure 
and contentment that grew and grew all the time. 
Sometimes the banks irere overhung with thick 
masses of willows that wholly hid the ground behind; 
sometimes we had noble hilb on one hand, clothed 
densely with foliage to their tops, and on the other 
hand open levels blazing with poppies, or clothed in 
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the rich blue of the corn-flower ; sometimes we drifted 
in the shadow of forests, and eometimes along the 
margin of long stretches of velvety grass, fresh and 
green and hright, a tireless charm to the eye. And 
the birds ! — they were everywhere ; they swept back 
and forth across the river constantly, and their jubi- 
lant music was never stilled. 

It was a deep and satisfying pleasure to see tbe 
Bun create the new morning, and grad ually, patiently, 
loringly, clothe it on with splendour after splendour, 
and glory aft«r glory, till the miracle was complete. 
How different is this marvel obsen'ed from a raft, 
from what it is when one observes it through tbe 
dingy windows of a railway station in some wretched 
village, while he munches a petrified sandwich and 
waits for the train. 
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DOWN THE RITBIt. 

Men and women and cattle were at work in the dewy- 
fields by this time. The people often stepped aboard 
the raft, as we glided along the grassy shores, and 
gossiped with ua and with the crew for a hundred 
yards or so, then stepped ashore again, refreshed by 
the ride. 

Only the men did this, the women were too busy. 
The women do all kinds of work on the continent. 
They dig, they hoe, they reap, they sow, they bear 
monstrous burdens on their backs, they shove similar 
ones long distances on wheelbarrows, they drag the 
cart when there is no dog or lean cow to drag it, and 
when there is, they assist the dog or cow. Age is no 
matter : the older the woman, the stronger she is, 
apparently. On the farm a woman's duties are not 
defined, she does a little of everything; but in the 
towns it is different, there she only does certain 
things, the men do the rest. For instance, a hotel 
chambermaid has nothing to do but make beds and 
fitres in fifty or sixty rooms, bring towels and can- 
dles, and fetch several tons of water up several flights 
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of stairs, a hundred pounds at a time, in prodigious 
metal pitchers. She does not have to work more 
than eighteen or twenty hours a day, and she can 
always get down on her knees and scrub the floors 
of halls and closets when she is tired and needs a 
rest. 

As the morning advanced and the weather grew 
hot, we took off our outside clothing, and sat in a 
row along the edge of the raft and enjoyed the 
scenery, with our sun umbrellas over our heads and 
our legs dangling in the water. Every now and then 
we plunged in and had a swim. Every projecting 
grassy cape had its joyous group of naked children, 
the boys to themaelves and the girls to themselves, 
the latter usually in care of some motherly dame 
who sat in the shade of a tree with her knitting. 
The little boys swam out to us sometimes, but the 
little maids stood knee-deep in the water, and stopped 
their splashing and frolicking to inspect the raft 
with their innocent eyes as it drifted by. Once we 
turned a comer suddenly, and surprised a slender 
girl of twelve years or upwards, just stepping into 
the water. She had not time to run, but she did 
what answered just as well; she promptly drew a 
lithe young willow bough athwart her white body 
with one hand, and then contemplated us with a 
simple and untroubled interest. Thus she stood 
while we glided by. She was a pretty creature, and 
she and her willow bough made a very pretty picture, 
and one which could not offend the modesty of the 
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moat fastidious spectator. Her whit-e skin bad a low 
bank of fresh green willows for background and 
effective contrast — for she stood against them — and 
above and out of them projected the eager laces and 
white shoulders of two smaller girls. 

Towards noon we heard the inspiriting cry, — 

'Sail ho!' 

' Where away ? ' shouted the captain. 

' Three points off the weather bow ! ' 

We ran forward to see the vessel. It proved to 
be a steamboat — for they had begun to run a 
steamer up the Neckar, for the first time in May- 
She was a tug, and one of very peculiar build and 
aspect. I had often watched her from the hotel, 
and wondered bow she propelled herself, for appa- 
rently she had no propeller or paddles. She came 
churning along, now, making a deal of noise of one 
kind and another, and aggravating it every now and 
then by blowing a hoarse whistle. She had nine 
keel-boats hitched on behind and following after her 
in a long, slender rank. We met her in a narrow 
place, between dikes, and there was hardly room for 
us both in the cramped passage. As she went 
grinding and groaning by, we perceived the secret 
of her moving impulse. She did not drive herself 
up the river with paddles or propeller, she pulled 
herself by hauling on a great chain. This chain is 
laid in the bed of the river, and is only iastened at 
the two ends. It is seventy miles long. It comes 
in over the boat's bow, passes around a drum, and is 
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paid out astern. She pulls on that chain, and i>o 
drags herself up the river or down it. She has 
neither bow nor stem, strictly speaking, for she has 
a long-bladed rudder on each end, and she never 
turns around. She uses both rudders all the time, 
and they are powerful enough to enable her to turn 
to the right or the left, and steer around curves, in 
spite of the strong resistance of the chain. I would 
not have believed that that impossible thing could 
be done ; but I saw it done, and therefore I know 
that there is one impossible thing which can be 
done. What miracle will man attempt next? 

We met many big keel boats on their way up, 
using sails, mule power, and profanity — a tedious 
and laborious business. A wire rope led from the 
foretop mast to the tile of mules on the tow-path a 
hundred yards ahead, and by dint of much banging 
and swearing and urging, the detachment of drivers 
managed to get a speed of two or three miles an hour 
out of the mules against the stifiF current. The 
Xeckar has always been used as a canal, and thus 
has given employment to a great many men and 
animals ; but now that this steamboat is able, with 
a small crew and a bushel or so of coal, to take nine 
keel boats farther up the river in one hour than 
thirty men and thirty mules can do' it in two, it is 
believed that the old-fashioned towing industry is on 
its death-bed, A second steamboat began work in the 
■ Neckar three months after the first one was put in 
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At noon we Btepped ashore and boi^ht some 
bottled beer, and got some chickens cooked, while 
the raft waited ; then we immediately put to sea 
again, and had our dinner while the beer was cold 
and the chickens hot. There is no pleasanter place 
for such a meal than a raft that is gliding down the 
winding Neckar, past green meadows and wooded 
hills, and slumbering villages, and craggy heights 
graced with cnunhling towers and battlements. 

In one place we saw a nicely dressed Ger- 
man gentleman without any spectacles. Before I 
could come to anchor he had got away. It was a 
great pity. I so wanted to make a sketch of him. 
The captain comforted me for my loss, however, by 
saying that the man was without any doubt a fraud 
who had spectacles, but kept them in his pocket in 
order to make himself conspicuous. 

Below Hassmersheim we passed Homberg, Gotz 
Yon Berlichingen's old castle. It stands on a bold 
elevation 200 feet above the surface of the river ; it 
has high vine-clad walls enclosing trees, and a peaked 
tower about 75 feet high. The steep hillside, from 
the castle clear down to the water's edge, is terraced, 
and clothed thick with grape vines. This is like 
farming a mansard roof. All the steeps along that 
part of the river which furnish the proper exposure, 
are given up to the grape. That region is a great 
producer of Rhine wines. The Germans are exceed- 
ingly fond of Rhine wines ; they are put up in tall, 
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slender bottles, aod are considered a pleasant Iseve- 
rage. One tells them from vinegar by the label. 

The Homberg hill is to be tunnelled, and the new 
railway will pass under the castle. 

THE GATE OF THE SPECTRE. 

Two miles below Homberg castle is a cave in a 
low cliff, which the captain of the raft said had once 
been occupied by a beautiful heiress of Homberg — 
the Lady Gertrude, — in the old times. It was seven 
hundred years ago. She had a number of rich and 
noble lovers and one poor and obscure one. Sir Wendel 
Lobenfeld. With the native chuckleheadedness of the 
heroine of romance, she preferred the poor and obscure 
lover. With the native sound judgment of the father 
of a heroine of romance, the von Berlichingen of that 
day shut his daughter up in his donjon keep, or his 
oubliette, or his culverin, or some such place, and re- 
solved that she should stay there until she selected a 
husband from among her rich and noble lovers. The 
latter visited her and persecuted her with their sup- 
plications, but without effect, for her heart was true 
to her poor despised Crusader, who was fighting in 
the Holy Land. Finally she resolved that she would 
endwre the attentions of the rich lovers no longer ; so 
one stormy night she escaped and went down the 
river and hid herself in the cave on the other side. 
Her fether ransacked the country for her, but found 
not a trace of her. As the days went by, and still no 
tidings of her came, his conscience began to torture 
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him, and he caused proclamation t^ be made that if 
she were yet living and would return, he would op- 
pose her no longer, she might marry whom she would. 
The months dragged on, all hope forsook the old 
man, he ceased from his customary pursuits and plea- 
sures, he devoted himself to pious worts, and longed 
for the deliverance of death. 

Now just at midnight, every night, the lost heiress 
stood in the mouth of her cave, arrayed in white 
robes, and sang a little love ballad which her Cru- 
sader had made for her. She judged that if he came 
home alive the superstitious peasants would tell him 
about the ghost that sang in the cave, and that as 
soon as they described the ballad he would know that 
none but he and she knew that song, therefore he 
would suspect that she was alive, and would come 
and find her. As time went on, the people of the 
region became sorely distressed about the Spectre of 
the Haunted Cave. It was said that ill-luck of one 
kind or another always overtook any one who had the 
misfortune to hear that song. Eventually, every 
calamity that happened thereabouts was laid at the 
door of that music. Consequently no boatman would 
consent to pass the cave at night; the peasants 
shunned the place, even in the daytime, 

But the faithful girl sang on, night after night, 
month after month, and patiently waited ; her reward 
must come at last. Five years dragged by, and still, 
every night at midnight, the plaintive tones floated 
out over the silent land, while the distant boatmen 
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and peasants thrust their fingera into their eai^s and 
shuddered out a prayer. 

And now came the Crusader home, bronzed and 
battle-scarred, but bringing a great and splendid 
feme to lay at the feet of his bride. The old lord of 
Homberg received him as a son, and wanted him to 
stay by him and be the comfort and blessing of hia 
age ; but the tale of that young girl's devotion to 
bim and its pathetic consequences, made a changed 
man of the knight. He could not enjoy big well- 
earned rest. He said Ms heart was broken, he would 
give the remnant of hia life to high deeds in the cause 
of humanity, and so find a worthy death and a blessed 
reunion with the brave true heart whose love had 
more honoured him than all his victories in war. 

When the people heard this resolve of his, they 
came and told him there was a pitiless dragon in 
human disguise in the Haunted Cave, a dread crea- 
ture which no knight had yet been bold enough to face, 
and b^ged him to rid the land of its desolating 
presence. He said he would do it. They told him 
about tbe song, and when be asked what song it was, 
they said the memory of it was gone, for nobody had 
been hardy enough to listen to it for the past four 
years and more. 

Towards midnight the Crusader came floating 
down the river in a boat, with his trusty cross-bow 
in his bands. He drifted silently through the dim 
reflections of the crags and trees, with bis intent 
eyes fixed upon the low clitf which he was approach- 
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iDg. As he drew nearer, he discerned the black 
mouth of the cave. Now, — is that a white figure ? 
Yes. The plaintive BoDg begins to well forth and 
float away over meadow and river, — the cross-bow is 
slowly raised to position, a steady aim is taken, the 
bolt flies straight to the mark, — the figure sinks 
down, atill singing, the knight takes the wool out of 
his ears, and recognises the old ballad, — too late ! 
Ah, if he had only not put the wool in his ears I 

The Crusader went away to the wars again, and 
presently fell in battle, fighting for the Cross. Tra- 
dition says tiiat during several centuries the spirit of 
the unfortunate girl sang nightly from the cave at 
midnight, but the music carried no curse with it ; 
and although many listened for the mysterious sounds, 
few were favoured, since only those could hear them 
who had never failed in a trust. It is believed that 
the singing still continues, but it is known that no- 
body has heard it during the present century. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

AN ASCIENT LEQEND OF THE BHINE. 

The last legend reminds one of the ' Lorelei ' — a 
legend of the fihine. There is a song called ' The 
Lorelei.' 

Germany ia rich in follt-songs, and the words 
and airs of several of them are peculiarly lieautiful — 
but ' The Lorelei ' is the people's favourite. I could 
not endure it at first, but by-and-by it began to 
take hold of me, and now there is no tune which I 
like so well. 

It is not possible that it is much known in 
America, else I should have heard it there. The 
fact that I never heard it there, is evidence that 
there are others in my country who have fared like- 
wise ; therefore, for the sake of these, I mean to 
print the words and the music in this chapter. And 
I will refresh the reader's memory by printing the 
legend of the Lorelei too. I have it by me in the 
' Legends of the Ehine,' done into English by the 
wildly gifted Q-arnham, Bachelor of Arte. I print 
the legend partly to refresh my own memory, too, 
for I have never read it before. 
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THE LBQEND. 



Lore (two syllables) was a water nymph who 
used to sit on a high rock called Ley or Lei (pro- 
nounced like our word lie) in the Rhine, and lure 
boatmen to destruction iu a furious rapid which 
marred the channel at that spot. She so bewitched 
them with her plaintive songs and her wonderful 
beauty, that they forgot everything else to gaze .up 
at her, and so they presently drifted among the 
broken reefs and were lost. 

In those old, old times, the count Bruno lived in 
a great castle near there with his son the count 
Hernaann, a youth of twenty. Hermann had heard 
a great deal about the beautiful Lore, and had 
finally fallen very deeply in love with her without 
having yet seen her. So he used to wander to the 
neighbourhood of the* Lei, evenings, with his zither 
and ' Espress his Longing in low Singing,' as Gram- 
ham says. On one of these occasions, ' suddenly 
there hovered around the top of the rock a bright- 
ness of unequalled clearness and colour, which, in 
increasing smaller circles thickened, was the en- 
chanting 6gure of the beautiful Lore, 

' An unintentional cry of Joy escaped the Youth, 
he let his Zither fall, and with extended anus he 
called out the name of the enigmatical Being, who 
seemed to stoop lovingly to him and beckon to him 
in a friendly manner ; indeed, if his ear did not 
dgceive him, she called his name with unutterable 
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sweet Whispers, proper to lope. Beside himself with 
delight, the youth lost his Senses and sank senseless 
to the earth.' 

After that he was a changed person. He went 
dreaming about, thinking only of his &iry and 
caring for nought else in the world. ' The old 
count saw with affliction this changement in his 
son,' whose cause he could not divine, and tried to 
divert his mind into cheerful channels, but to no 
purpose. Then the old count used authority. He 
commanded the youth to betake himself to the 
camp. Obedience was promised. Oamham says : 

' It was on the evening before hia departure, aa 
he wished still once to visit the Lei and offer to the 
Nymph of the Ehine his Sighs, the tones of his 
Zither, and his Songs. He went, in his boat, this 
time accompanied by a faithful squire, down the 
stream. The moon shed her silvery light over the 
whole Country ; the steep bank mountains appeared 
in the most fantastical shapes, and the high oaks on 
either side bowed their Branches on Hermann's 
passing. As soon as he approached the Lei, and 
was aware of the surf- waves, his attendant was seized 
with an inexpressible Anxiety, and he begged per- 
mission to land ; hut the Knight swept the strings of 
his Guitar and sang : 

' Once I saw thee in dark night, 
In sapematiual Beautj bright ; 
Of Liglit-raya was the Figiire wove. 
To share ite light, locked-bair strove. 
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' Thy Garment colour wave-dove. 
By thy hand the sign of love, 
Thy eyea' sweet enchantment. 
Raying to me, oh t entiancement. 

' Oh, wert thou but my sweetheart, 
How willingly thy love to part 1 
Wth delight I ehould be bonnd 

To thy rocky house in deep ground.' 

That HermaQn should have gone to that place 
at all, was not wise ; that he should have gone with 
Bach a song as that in his mouth was a moat serioua 
mistake. The Lorelei did not 'call his name in 
unutterable sweet Whispers' this time. No, that 
song naturally worked au instant and thorough 
' changemeut ' in her ; and not only that, but it 
stirred the bowels of the whole afflicted region round 
about there — for 

'Scarcely had these tones sounded, everywhere 
there began tumult and sound, as if voices above 
and below the water. On the Lei rose flames, the 
Fairy stood above, as that time, and beckoned with 
her right hand clearly and urgently to the infatuated 
Knight, while with a staff in her left she called the 
waves to her service. They began to mount heaven- 
ward ; the boat was upset, mocking every exertion ; 
the waves rose to the gunwale, and splitting on the 
hard stones, the Boat broke into Pieces. The youth 
sank into the depths, but the squire was thrown on 
shore by a powerful wave.' 

The bitterest things have been said about the 
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Lorelei during many centuries, but Burely her con- 
duct upon this occasiou entitles her to our respect. 
One feels drawn tenderly toward her and is moved 
to forget her many crimes and remember only the 
good deed that crowned and closed her care^. 

' The Faiiy was never more seen ; but her en- 
chanting tones have often _been beard. In the 
beautiful, refreshing, still nights of spring, vben 
the moon pours her silver light over the Countiy, 
the listening shipper hears from the rushing of the 
waves, the echoing Clang of a wonderfully charming 
voice, which sings a song from the crystal castle, 
and with sorrow and fear he thinks on the yoimg 
Count Hermann, seduced by the Nymph,' 

Here is the music and the German words by 
Heinricb Heine. This song has been a favourite in 
Germany for forty years, and will remain a favourite 
always, maybe. 

I have a prejudice i^ainst people who print 
things in a foreign language and add no translation. 
When I am the reader, and the author considers me 
able to do the translating myself, he pays me quite 
a nice compliment — but if he would do the trans- 
lating for me I would try to get along without the 
compliment. 

If I were at home, no doubt I could get a trans- 
lation of this poem, but I am abroad and can't ; 
therefore I will make a translation myself. It may 
not be a good one, for poetry is out of my line, but 
it will serve my purpose — which is, to give the un- 
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German young girl a jingle of words to hang the 
tune on tmtil she can get hold of a good Tersion, 
made by some one who is a poet and knows how to 
convey a poetical thought from one language to 
another. 

THE LOBELEI. 

I cannot divine wbat it meaneth. 

This banntJng nameleas pain ; 
A tale of the b^^one ages 

Keeps brooding ttuoogh my brain : 

The faint air coola in the gloaming, 

And peacefnl flows the Bhine, 
The thiistf sommits are drinldng 

The snnset'a Booding wine ; 

The loveliest m^den is sitting 

Higb-tbroDed in yon blue air. 
Her golden jewels ate shining. 

She combs tier golden hair ; 

She combs with a. comb that is golden, 

And sings a weird refrain 
That steeps in a deadly enchantment 

The listener's ravished brain : 

The doomed in his drifting shallop, 
la tranced with the sad swaet tone, - 

He sees not the yawning breakers. 
He sees bat the maid alone ; 

The pitiless billows engnlt him t — 

So perish sailor and baik ; 
And this, with her baleful singing, 

Is the Lorel^'s gruesome work. 

I have a translation by Gamham, Bachelor of 
Arts, in the ' Legend of the Bhine,' but it would 
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not answer the purpose I mentioned above, because 
the measure is too nobly irregular ; it don't fit the 
tone snugly enough ; in places it hangs oyer at the 
ends too iar, and in other places one runs out of 
words before he gets to the end of a bar. Still, 
Oamham's translation has high merits, and I am 
not dreaming of leaving it out of my book. I be- 
lieve this poet is wholly unknown in America and 
England ; I take peculiar pleasure in bringing him 
forward because I consider that I discovered him : 

THE LORBLBI, 

I'raniUUd hy L. W. Garnliam, B.A. 
I do not know what it sigTufies, 

That I am so sorrowful : 
A fable of old times so terrifies, 
Leaves mj heart so tlioughtfnl. 

The ait is cool and it darkens, 

And calmly flows the Bhine ; 
The gommit of the mouatain hearlteos 

In evem^jj; sunshine line. 

The most beautiful Maiden entrances 

Above wonderfully there, 
Her beanliful golden attire glances, 

She combs her golden hair. 

With golden comb so lustrous. 

And thereby a song sings, 
It has a tone so wondrous, 

That powerful melody rings. 

The shipper in the Uttle ship 

It effects with woe's sad might ; 
He doe? not see the rocky clip, 

He only regards dreaded height. 
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I believe the tnxbulent wavea 

Swallow at last shipper and boat ; 
She with her singing (graves 
All to visit her magic moat. 
No translation could be closer. He has got in 
all the facts ; and in their regular order too. There 
IB not a statistic wanting. It is as succinct as an 
invoice. That is what a translation ought to be ; it 
should exactly reflect the thought of the original. 
You can't avtig ' Above wonderfully there,' because it 
simply won't go to the tune, without darning the 
singer ; but it is a most clingingly exact translation 
of iJorf ohen wunderbar — fits it like a blister. Mi. 
Garnham's reproduction has other merits — a hun- 
dred of them — but it is not necessary to point them 
out. They will be detected. 

No one with a specialty can hope to have a 
monopoly of it. Even Garnham has a rival. Mr. 
X. bad a small pamphlet with him which he had 
bought while on a visit to Munich. It was entitled 
' A Catalogue of Pictures in the Old Pinacotek,' and 
waa written in a peculiar kind of English. Here are 
a few extracts : 

' It is not permitted to make use of the work in 
question to a publication of the same contents as 
well as to the pirated edition of it.' 

' An evening landscape- In the foreground near 
a pond and a group of white beeches is leading a 
footpath animated by travellers.' 

' A learned man in a cynical and torn dress hold- 
ing an open book in his hand.' 
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' St. Bartliolomew and the Executioner with the 
knife to fulfil the martyr.' 

' Portrait of a young man. A long while this 
picture was thought to be Bindi Altoviti's portrait ; 
now somebody will again have it to be the self- 
portrait of Haphael.' 

' Suean bathing, Burprised by the two old man. In 
the background the lapidation of the condemned.' 

(' Lapidation ' is good ; it is much more el^ant 
than ' atoning.') 

' St. BochuB sitting in a landscape with an angel 
who looks at hia plague-sore, whilst the dog the 
bread in his mouth att«nts him.' 

' Spring. The Goddess Flora, sitting. Behind 
her a fertile valley jterfused by a river.' 

' A beautiful bouquet animated by May-bugs, &c.' 

' A warrior in armour with a gypseous pipe in his 
hand leans against the table and blows the smoke far 
away of himself.' 

' A Dutch landscape along a navigable river which 
perfuses It till to the background.' 

• Some peasants singing in a cottage. A woman 
lets drink a child out of a cup.' 

' St. John's head as a boy— painted in fresco on 
a brick.' (Meaning a tile.) 

' A young man of the Eiccio family, his hair cut 
oEF right at the end, dressed in black with the same 
cap. Attributed to Kaphael, but the signation is 
blse.' 
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' The Virgin holding the Infant. Is very painted 
in the manDer of Saasoferrato.' 

* A Larder with greens and dead game animated 
by a cook-maid and two kitchen-boya.' 

However, the English of this catalogue is at least 
as happy as that which distinguishea an inscription 
upon a certain picture in Rome — to wit : 

' Revelations -View. St. John in Patterson's Is- 
land.' 

But meantime the raft is moving on. 



c,q,t,=cdbvGoogle 



CHAPTER XVII. 

A MILE or two above Eberbach we saw a peculiar 
ruin piojecting above the foliage which clothed the 
peak of a high aod very Bleep hill. This ruin con- 
sisted of merely a couple of crumbling masses of 
masonry which bore a rude resemblance to human 
faces; they leaned forward and touched foreheads, 
and had the look of being absorbed in convereation. 
This ruin had nothing very imposing or picturesque 
about it, and there was no great deal of it, yet it was 
called the ' Spectacular Kuin.' 

LEGEND OF THE ' SPECTACULAB BtTIK.' 
The captain of the raft, who was as full of his- 
tory as he could stick, said that in the Middle Ages 
a most prodigious fire-breathing dragon used to live 
in that region, and made more trouble than a tax 
collector. He was as long as a railway train, and 
had the customary impenetrable green scales all over 
him. His breath bred pestilence and conflagration, 
and his appetite bred famine. He ate men and 
cattle impartially, and was exceedingly unpopular. 
The German emperor of that day made the usual 
offer ; he would grant to the destroyer of the dragon. 
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any one solitary thing he might ask for ; for he had a 
Burplusage of daughters, and it was customary for 
dragon-killers to take a daughter for pay. 

So the most renowed knights came from the tour 
corners of the earth and retired down the dragon's 
throat one after the other. A panic arose and spread. 
Heroes grew cautious. The procession ceased. The 
dragon became more destructive tha» ever. The 
people lost all hope of succour, and fled to the moun- 
tains for refuge. 

At last, Sir Wlssenschaft, a poor and obscure 
knight, out of a tar country, arrived to do battle 
with the monster. A pitiable object, be was, with 
his armour banging in rags about him, and his 
strange-shaped knapsack strapped upon his back. 
Everybody turned up their noses at him, and some 
openly jeered bim. But be was calm. He simply 
inquired if the emperor's offer was still in force. 
The emperor said it was— but charitably advised 
him to go and bunt bares, and not endanger so pre- 
cious a life as his in an attempt which had brought 
death to so many of the world's most illustrious 
heroes. 

But this tramp only asked — ' Were any of these 
heroes men of science?' This mised a laugh, of 
course, for science was despised in those days. But 
the tramp was not in the least ruffled. He said he 
might be a little in advance of bis age, but no 
matter — science would come to be honoured, some 
time or other. He said he would march against the 
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dragon in the morning. Out of compaBaion, then, a 
decent spear was oEFered him, but he declined, and 
said, ' epeara were useless to men of science.' They 
allowed him to sup in the servants' hall, and gave 
him a bed in the stables. 

When he started forth in the morning, thousands 
were gathered to see. The emperor said ~ 

' Do not be rash, take a spear, and leave off your 
knapsack.' 

But the tramp said — 

' It is not a knapsack,' and moved straight on. 

The dragon was waiting and readj. He was 
breathing forth vast volumes of sulphurous smoke 
and lurid blasts of flame. The ragged knight stole 
warily to a good position, then he unslung his cylin- 
drical knapsack — which was simply the common fire- 
extinguisher known to modem times — and the first 
chance he got he turned on his hose and shot the 
dragon square in the centre of his cavernous mouth. 
Out went the fires in an instant, and the dragon 
curled up and died. 

This man bad brought brains to his aid. He 
had reared dn^ons from the egg, in his laboratory ; 
he had watched over them like a mother, and pa- 
tiently studied them and experimented upon them 
while they grew. Thus he had found out that fire 
was the life principle of a dragon ; put out the 
dragon's firee and it could make steam no longer, 
and must die. He could not put out a fire with a 
spear, therefore he invented the extinguisher. The 
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dragon being dead, the emperor fell oa the hero's 
neck and said — 

♦ Deliverer, name your request,' at the same time 
beckoning out behind with his heel for a detachment 
of his daughters to form and advance. But the 
tramp gave them no observance. He Bimplj said — 

' My request is, that upon me be conferred the 
monopoly of the manufacture and sale of spectacles 
in Germany.' 

The emperor sprang aside, and exclaimed — 

' This transcends all the impudence I ever heard I 
A modest demand, by my halidome ! Why didn't 
you ask for the imperial revenues at once, and be 
done with it ? ' 

But the monarch had given his word, and he 
kept it. To everybody's surprise, the unselfish mono- 
polist immediately reduced the price of spectacles to 
such a degree that a great and crushing burden was 
removed from the nation. The emperor, to com- 
memorate this generous act, and to testify hig 
appreciation of it, issued a decree commanding 
everybody to buy this benefactor's spectacles and 
wear them, whether they needed them or not. 

So originated the widespread custom of wearing 
spectacles in Crermany ; and as a custom once estab- 
lished in these old lands is imperishable, this one 
remains universal in the empire to this day. Such 
is the legend of the monopolist's once stately and 
sumptuous castle, now called the ' Spectacular Kuin.' 

On the right bank, two or three miles below the 
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Spectacular Ruin, we paeeed by a noble pile of 
castellated buildinga overlookiog the water from the 
creBt of a lofty elevation. A etretcb of two hundred 
yards of the high &ont wall was heavily draped with 
ivy, and out of the mass of buildings within rose 
three picturesciue old towers. The place was in fine 
order, and was inhabited by a family of princely 
rank. This castle bad its legend, too, but I should 
not feel justified in repeating it, because I doubted 
the truth of some of its minor details. 

Along in this region a multitude of Italian 
labourers were blasting away the frontage of the 
hills to make room for the new railway. The^ were 
fifty or a hundred feet above the river. As we turned 
a sharp comer they began to wave signals and shout 
warnings to us to look out for the explosions. It was 
all very well to warn us, but what could we do? 
You can't back a raft up stream, you can't hurry it 
down stream, you can't scatter out to one side when 
you haven't any room to speak of, you won't take to 
the perpendicular cliffs on the other shore when they 
appear to be blasting there too. Your resources are 
limited, yon see. There is simply nothing for it but 
to watch and pray. 

For some hoius we bad been making three and a 
half or four miles an hour, and we were still making 
that. We had been dancing right along until these 
men began to shout, then for the next ten minutes 
it seemed to me that I had never seen a raft go so 
slowly. When the first blast went off we raised oiu- 
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suD-umbrellaB and waited for the result. Xo barm 
done ; none of the stones fell in the water. Another 
blast followed, and another, and another. Some of 
the rubbish fell in the water just astem of us. 

We ran that whole battery of nine blasts in a 
row, and it was certainly one of the most exciting 
and uncomfortable weeks I ever spent, either aship 
or ashore. Of course we frequently manned the 
poles and shoved earnestly for a second or so, but 
every time one of those spurts of dust and debris 
shot aloft every man dropped his pole and looked up 
to get the bearings of his share of it. It was very 
busy times along there for a whUe. It appeared 
certain that we must perish, but even that was not 
the bitterest thought; no, the abjectly unheroic 
nature of the death — that was the sting — that and 
the bizarre wording of the resulting obituary — ' Shot 
with a rock, on a raft.' There would be no poetry 
written about it. None could be written about it. 
Example : — 

Xi^t by war's shock, or war's shaft — ■ 

Shot, with a rock, on a raft. 

No poet who valued his reputation would touch 
such a theme as that. I should be distinguished as 
the only ' distinguished dead ' who went down to the 
grave unsonnetted in 1878. 

But we escaped, and I have never regretted it. 
The last blast was a peculiarly strong one, and after 
the small rubbish was done raining around us and we 
were just going to shake hands over our deliverance, 
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a later and larger stone came down amongst our 
little group of pedestrians and wrecked an umbrella. 
It did no other harm, but we took to the water just 
the same. 

It seems that the heavy work in the quarries and 
the new railway gradings is done mainly by Italians. 
That' was a revelation. We have the notion in our 
country that Italians never do heavy work at all, 
but confine themselves to the lighter arts, like 
organ-grinding, operatic singing, and assassination. 
We have blundered, that is plain. 

All along the river, near every village, we saw 
little station houses for the future railway. They 
were finished and waiting for the rails and business. 
They were as trim and snug and pretty as they 
could be. They were always of brick or stone ; they 
were of graceful shape ; they had vines and flowers 
about them already, and around them the grass was 
bright and green, and showed that it was carefully 
looked after. They were a decoration to the beautiful 
landscape, not an offence. Wherever one saw a pile 
of gravel or a pile of broken stone, it was always heaped 
as trimly and exactly as a new grave or a stack .of 
cannon-balls ; nothing about those stations, or along 
the railroad or the wagon road was allowed to look 
shabby or be unornamental. The keeping a country 
in such beautiful order as Crermany exhibits, has a 
wise practical side to it, too, for it keeps thousands 
of people in work and bread who would otherwise 
he idle and mischievous. 
VOL. I. L 
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As the night shut down, the captain wanted to tie 
up, hub I thought mayhe we might make Uirsch- 
hom, so we went on. Presently the sky became 
overcast, and the captain came aft looking uneasy. 
He cast his eye aloft, then shook his head, and said 
it was coming on to blow. My party wanted to land 
at once, therefore I wanted to go on. The captain 
said we ought to shorten sail, anyway, out of com- 
mon prudence. Consequently the larboard watch was 
ordered to lay iu his pole. It grew quite dark now, 
and the wind began to rise. It wailed through the 
swaying branches of the trees and swept our decks 
in fitful gusts. Things were taking on an ugly look. 
The captain shouted to the steersman on the fi)rward 
log— 

* How's she heading ? ' 

The answer came &int and hoarse from far 
forward : 

' Nor'-east-and-hy-nor' — east-by-east, half-east, 
sir.' 

' Let her go off a point I ' 

' Ay-aye, air ! ' 

' What water have you got ? ' 

' Shoal, dr. Two foot large, on the stahboard, 
two and a half scant on the labboard I ' 

* Let her go off another point 1 ' 

* Ay-aye, sir 1 ' 

' Forward, men, all of you ! Lively, now I Stand 
by to crowd her round the weather comer I ' 

* Ay-aye, sir \ ' 
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Then followed a wild running and trampling 
and hoarse shouting, hut the forms of the men were 
lost in the darknesB, and the eounda were distorted 
and confused by the roaring of the wind through the 
ahingle-bundlea. By this time the Bea was nmning 
inches high, and threatening every moment to engulf 
the frail bark. Now came the mate hurrying aft, 
and said, close to the captain's ear, in a low, agitated 
voice — 

' Prepare for the worst, sir — we have sprung a 
leak.' 

* Heavens I where ? ' 
' Kight aft the second row of logs.' 
' Nothing but a miracle can save us. Don't let 
the men know, or there will be a panic and mutiny I 
Lay her in shore, and stand by to jump with the 
stem-line the moment she touches. Gentlemen, I 
must look to you to second my endeavours in this 
hour of peril. You have hats — go forrard and bail 
for your lives ! ' 

Down swept another mighty blast of wind, clothed 
in spray and thick darkness. At such a moment as 
this, came from away forward that most appalling of 
all cries that are ever heard at sea — 
' Man overboard ! ' 
The captain shouted — 

' Hard a-port I Never mind the man 3 Let him 
climb aboard or wade ashore ! ' 

Another cry came down the wind — 
' Breakers ahead I ' 
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* Where away ? ' 

' Not a log's length off her port fore-foot I ' 
We had groped our slippery way forward, and 
were now bailing with the frenzy of despair, when 
we heard the mate's terrified cry, from far aft — 
' Stop that dashed bailing,or we shall be aground I ' 
But this was immediately followed by the glad 
tihout — 

' Land aboard the starboard transom I ' 
' Saved ! ' cried the captain. ' Jump ashore and 
take a turn around a tree, and pass the bight aboard I ' 
The next moment we were all on shore weeping 
and embracing for joy, while the rain poured down 
in torrents. The captain said he had been a mariner 
for forty years on the Neckar, and in that time had 
seen storms- to make a man's cheek blanch and his 
pulses stop, but he had never, never seen a storm 
that even approached this one. How familiar that 
sounded I For I have been at sea a good deal, and 
have beard that remark from captains with a fre- 
quency accordingly. 

We framed in our minds the usual resolution of 
thanks and admiration and gratitude, and took the 
first opportunity to vote it, and put it in writing and 
present it to the captain, with the customary speech. 
We tramped through the darkness and the 
drenching summer rain full three miles, and reached 
• The Naturalist Tavern,' in the village of Hirseh- 
hom, just an hour before midnight, almost exhausted 
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from hardship, fatigue, and terror. I can never forget 
that night. 

The landlord was rich, and therefore could aETord 
to be crusty and disobliging; he did not at all likn 
being turned out of his warm bed to open his house 
for us. But no matter, his household got up and 
cooked a quick supper for us, and we brewed a hot 
punch for ourselves, to keep off consumption. After 
supper and punch we had an hour's soothing smoke 
while we foiight the naval battle over again, and 
voted the resolutions ; then we retired to exceedingly 
neat and pretty chambers up stairs that had clean, 
comfortable beds in them with heir-loom pillow- 
cases most elaborately and tastefully embroidered by 
hand. 

Such rooms and beds and embroidered linen are 
as frequent in German village inns as they are rare 
, in ours. Our villages are superior to German vil- 
lages in more merits, excellences, conveniences and 
privileges than I can enumerate, but the hotels do 
not belong in the list. 

' The Naturalist Tavern ' was not a meaningless 
name ; for all the halls and all the rooms were lined 
with large glass cases which were filled with all sorts 
of birds and animals, glass-eyed, ably stuffed, and set 
up in the most natural and eloquent and dramatic 
attitudes. The moment we were abed, the rain 
cleared away, and the moon came out. I dozed off 
to sleep while contemplating a great white stuffed 
owl which was looking intently down on me from a 
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high perch mth the air of a person who thought he 
had met me hefore, but could not make out for 
certain. 

But yuung Z. did not get off so easily. He said 
that as he was sinking deliciously to sleep, the moon 
lifted away the shadows, and developed a huge cat, 
on a bracket, dead and stufTod, but crouching, with 
every muscle tense, for a spring, and with its glitter- 
ing glass eyes aimed straight at Iiim. It made Z. 
uncomfortable. He tried closing hie own eyes, but 
that did not answer, for a natural instinct kept 
making him open them again to see if the cat was still 
getting ready to launch at him, which she always was. 
He tried turning his back, but that was a failure ; 
he knew the sinister eyes were on him still. So at 
last he had to get up, after an hour or two of worry 
and experiment, and set the cat out in the hall. So 
he won, that time. 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

In the morning we took breakfast in the garden, 
under the trees, in the delightful German summer 
fashion. The air was filled with the fragrance of 
flowers and wild animala ; the living portion of the 
menagerie of the ' Naturalist Tavern ' was all about 
UB. There were great cages populous with fluttering 
and chattering foreign birds, and other great cages 
and greater wire pens, populous with quadrupeds, 
both native and foreign. There were some free 
creatures, too, and quite eociable ones they were. 
White rabbits went loping about the place, and oc- 
casionally came and snified at our shoes and shins ; 
a fawn, with a red ribbon on its neck, walked up and 
examined us fearlessly ; rare breeds of chickens and 
doves begged for crumbs, and a poor old tailless 
raven hopped about with a humble, shame-faced 
mien, which said, ' Please do not notice my exposure 
— think how you would feel in my circumstances, 
and be charitable.' If he was observed too much 
he would retire behind something, and stay there 
until he judged the party's interest had found 
another object. I never have seen another dumb 
creature that was so morbidly sensitive. Bayard 



c,q,t,=cdbvGoogle 



152 Sigkt-smng. 

Taylor, who could interpret the dim reasonings of 
animals, and underBtood their moral natures better 
than most men, would have found some way to 
make this poor old chap forget his troubles for a 
while, but we had not his kindly art, and so had to 
leave the raven to his griefs. 

After breakfast we ulimbed the hill and visited 
the ancient castle of Hirschhorn, and the ruined 
church near it. There were some curious old baa- 
reliefs leaning against the inner walls of the church — 
sculptured lords of Hirschhorn in complete armour, 
and ladies of Hirschhorn in the picturesque court 
costumes of the Middle Ages. These things are 
suffering damage and passing to decay ; for the last 
Hirschhorn has been dead two hundred years, and 
there is nobody now who cares to preserve the family 
relics. In the chancel was a twisted stone column, 
and the captain told us a legend about it, of course, 
for in the matter of legends he could not seem to 
restrain himself; but I do not repeat his tale, be- 
cause there was nothing plausible about it, except 
that the hero wrenched this column into its present 
Bcrew-shape with his hands, — just one single wrench. 
All the rest of the legend was doubtful. 

But Hirschhorn is best seen from a distance, 
down the river. Then the clustered brown towers 
perched on the green hilltop, and the old battle- 
mented stone wall stretching up and over the grassy 
ridge and disappearing in the leafy sea beyond, 
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make a picture whose grace and beauty entirely 
satisfy the eye. 

We descended from the church by steep stone 
stairways which curved this way and that down nar- 
row alleys between the packed and dirty tenements 
of the Tillage. It was a quarter well stocked with 
deformed, leering, unkempt and uncombed idiots, 
who held out hands or caps and begged piteously. 
The people of the quarter were not all idiots, of 
course, but all that be^ed seemed to be, and were 
Eiud to be. 

I was thinking of going by skiff to the next 
town, Neckarsteinach ; bo I ran to the river side in 
advance of the party, and asked a man there if he had 
a boat to hire. I suppose I must have spoken High 
German, — Court German, — I intended it for that, 
anyway, — so he did not understand me. I turned 
and twisted my question aroimd and about, trying 
to strike that man's average; but failed. He could 
not make out what I wanted. Now Mr. X. arrived, 
faced this same man, looked him in the eye, and 
emptied this sentence on him, in the most glib and 
confident way : — 

' Can man boat get here ? ' 

The mariner promptly understood and promptly 
answered. I can comprehend why he was able to 
understand that particular sentence, because by mere 
accident all the words in it except ' get ' have the 
same sound and the same meaning in German that 
they have in English; but how he managed to 
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understand Mr. X.'s next remark puzzled me. I 
will ineert it presently. X. turned away a moment, 
and I aeked the mariner if be could not find a board, 
and Eo construct an additioual seat. I spoke in the 
purest German ; but I might as well have spoken in 
the purest Choctaw for all the good it did. The 
man tried his best to mideretand me ; lie tried, and 
kept on trying, harder and harder, imtil I saw it was 
really of no use, and said — 

'There, don't strain yourself; it is of no conse- 
quence.' 

Then X. turned to him and crisply said — 

* Machen 8ie a flat board.' 

I wish my epitaph may tell the truth about me 
if the man did not answer up at once, and say he 
would go and borrow a board as soon as be had lit 
the pipe which he was filling. 

We changed our mind about taking a boat, so 
we did not have to go. I have given Mr. X.'8 two 
remarks just as be made them. Four of the five 
words in the first one were English, and that they 
were also German was only accidental, not inten- 
tional ; three out of the five words in the second 
remark were English, and English only, and the two 
Crerman ones did not mean anything in particular, 
in such a connection. 

X. always spoke English to Germans, but his 
plan was to turn the sentence wrong end first and 
upside down, according to German construction, and 
sprinkle in a German word without any essential 
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meaning to it, here and there, by way of flavour. 
Yet be always made himself understood. He could 
make those dialect-speaking raftsmen understand 
him, sometimes, when even young Z. had failed with 
them ; and young Z. was a pretty good German 
scholar. For one thing, X. always spoke with such 
confidence — perhaps that helped. And possibly the 
raftsmen's dialect was what is called 'p\ai%-Ii&iAs(^^ 
and BO they found his English more familiar to their 
ears than another man's German. Quite indifferent 
students of German can read Fritz Keuter's charm- 
ing platt-Deutsch tales with some little facility be- 
cause many of the words are English. I suppose 
this is the tongue which our Saxon ancestors carried 
to England with them. By-and-by I will inquire of 
some other philologist. 

However, in the meantime it had transpired that 
the men employed to caulk the raft had found 
that the leak was not a leak at all, but only a crack 
between Uie logs, — a crack which belonged there, and 
was not dangerous, but had been magnified into a 
leak by the disordered imagination of the mate. 
Therefore we went aboard again with a good degree 
of confidence, and presently got to sea without acci- 
dent. As we swam smoothly along between the en- 
chanting shores, we fell to swapping notes about 
manners and cuBtoms in Germany and elsewhere. 

As I write, now, many months later, I perceive 
that each of iis,by observing and noting and inquiring, 
diligently and day by day, had managed to lay in a 
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most varied and opulent stock of misinformation. 
But this is not surprising ; it is very difficult to get 
accurate details in any country, 

For example, I Lad the idea once, in Heidelberg, 
to find out all about those five student-corps. I 
started with the White-cap corps. I began to inquire 
of this and that and the other citizen, and here is 
what I found out : — 

1. It is called the Prussian Corps, because none 
but Prussians are admitted to it. 

2. It is called the Prussian Corps for no particular 
reason. It has simply pleased each corps to name 
itself after some German State. 

3. It is not named the Prussian Corps at all, but 
only the White Cap Corps. 

4. Any student can belong to it who is a German 
by birth. 

5. Any student can belong to it who is European 
by birth. 

6. Any European-boin student can belong to it, 
except he be a Frenchman. 

7. Any student can belong to it, no matter where 
he was bom. 

8. No student can belong to it who is not of 
noble blood. 

9. No student can belong to it who cannot show 
three full generations of noble descent. 

10. Nobility is not a necessary qualification. 

11 . No moneyless student can belong to it. 
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12. Money qualification is nonsense — such n thing 
has never been thought of. 

I got some of this information from students 
themselves, — students who did not belong to the 
corps. I finally went to headquarters, — to the White 
Caps, — where I would have gone in the first place if 
I had been acquainted. But even at headquarters I 
found difficulties ; I perceived that there were things 
about the White Cap Corps which one member knew 
and another one didn't. It was natural ; for very 
few members of any organisation know all that can 
be known about it. I doubt if there is a man or a 
woman in Heidelberg who would not answer promptly 
and confidently three out of every five questions 
about the White Cap Corps which a stranger might 
ask ; yet it is a very safe bet that two of the three 
answers would be incorrect every time. 

There is one Crennan custom which is universal, 
— the bowing courteously to strangers when sitting 
down at table or rising up from it. This bow startles 
a stranger out of his self-possession, the first time i* 
occurs, and be is likely to &li over a chair or some- 
thing, in his embarrasament, but it pleases him never- 
theless. One soon learns to expect this bow and be 
on the look-out and ready to return it ; but to learn 
to lead off and make the initial bow one's self is a 
difficult matter for a diffident man. One thinks, * If 
I rise to go, and tender my bow and these ladies and 
gentlemen take it into their heads to ignore the cus- 
tom of their nation, and not retiun it, how shall I 
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feel, in case I survive to feel anything ? ' Therefore 
he is afraid to venture. He sits out the dinner, and 
makes the strangers rise first and originate the bow- 
ing. A table d'hote dinner is a tedious affair for a 
man who seldom touches anything after the three 
first courses; therefore I used to do some pretty 
dreary waiting because of mv fears. It took me 
months to assure myself that those fears were ground- 
less, but I did assure myself at last by experimenting 
diligently through my agent. I made Harris get up 
and bow and leave : invariably bis bow was returned, 
then I got up and bowed myself and retired. 

Thus my education proceeded easily and com- 
fortably for me, but not for Harris. Three courses 
of a table d'hote dinner were enough for me, but 
Harris preferred thirteen. 

Even after I bad acquired full confidence, and no 
longer needed the agent's help, I sometimes encoun- 
tered difficulties. Once at Baden-Baden I nearly lost 
a train because I could not be sure that three young 
ladies opposite me at table were Germans, since I 
bad not heard them speak ; they might be American, 
they might be English, it was not safe to venture a 
bow ; but just as I had got that far with my thought, 
one of them began a German remark, to my great 
relief and gratitude j and before she had got out her 
third word, our bows had been delivered and gra- 
ciously returned, and we were off. 

There is a friendly something about the German 
character which is very winning. When Harris and 
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I vere making a pedestrian tour through the Black 
Forest, we stopped at a little country inn for dinner 
one day ; two young ladies and a young gentleman 
entered and sat down opposite us. They were pedes- 
trians, too. Our knapsacks were strapped upon our 
backs, but they had a sturdy youth along to carry 
theirs for them. All parties were hungry, so there 
was 00 talking. By-and-by the usual bows were ex- 
changed, and we separated. 

As we sat at a late breakfast in the hotel at Al- 
lerheiligen, next morning, these young people entered 
and took places near us without observing us ; but 
presently they saw ue and at once bowed abd smiled ; 
not ceremoniously, but with the gratified look of 
people who have found acquaintances where they were 
expecting strangers. Then they spoke of the wea- 
ther and the roads. We also spoke of the weather 
and the roads. Next, they said they had had an en- 
joyable walk, notwithstanding the weather. We said 
that that had been our case, too. Then they said 
they bad walked thirty English miles the day before, 
and asked how many we had walked. I could not 
lie, so I told Harris to do it. Harris told them we 
bad made thirty English miles, too. That was true ; 
we had ' made ' them,' though we had had a little 
assistance here and there. 

After breakfast they found us trying to blast some 
information out of the dumb hotel clerk about routes, 
and observing that we were not succeeding pretty 
well, they went and got their maps and things, and 
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point.ed out and explained our course so clearly that 
even a New York detective could have followed it. 
And when we started they spoke out a hearty good- 
bye and wished us a pleasant journey. Perhaps they 
were more generous with ua than they might have 
been with native wayfarers because we were a forlorn 
lot and in a strange land ; I don't know ; I only 
know it was lovely to be treated so. 

Very well, I took an American young lady to one 
of the fine balls in Baden-Baden, one night, and at 
the entrance-door upstairs we were halted by an offi- 
cial, — something about Miss Jones's dress was not 
according to rule ; I don't remember what it was, 
DOW : something was wanting, — her back hair, or a 
shawl, or a fan, or a shovel, or something. The offi- 
cial was ever so polite, and ever so sorry, but the rule 
was strict, and he could not let us in. It was very 
embarrassing, for many eyes were on ua. But now a 
richly dressed girl stepped out of the ball-room, in- 
quired into the trouble, and said she could fix it in a 
moment. She took Miss Jones to the robing-room, 
and soon brought her back in regulation trim, and 
then we entered the ball-room with this benefactress 
unchallenged. 

Being safe, now, I began to puzzle through my 
sincere but ungrammatical thanks, when there was 
a sudden mutual recognition — the benefactress and 
I had met at Allerheiligen. Two weeks had not 
altered her good face, and plainly her heart was in 
the right place yet, but there was such a difTerence 
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between these clothes and the clothes I had seen 
her in before, when she was walking thirty miles a 
day in the Black P'orest, that it was quite natural 
that I had ^led to recognise her sooner. I had 
on my other suit, too, but my German would betray 
me to a person who had heard it once, anyway. 
She brought her brother and sister, and they made 
our way smooth for that evening. 

Well, — months afterwards, 1 was driving through 
the streets of Munich in a cab with a G-erman lady, 
one day, when she said — 

' There, that is Prince Ludwig and his wife, 
walking along there.' 

Everybody was bowing to them, — cabmen, little 
children, and everybody else, — and they were return- 
ing all the bows and overlooking nobody, when a 
young lady met them and made a deep curtsey. 

' That is probably one of the ladies of the court,* 
said my (xerman friend. 

I said — 

* She is an honour to it, then. I know her. I 
don't know her name, but I know her. I have 
known her at Allerheiligen and Baden-Baden. She 
ought to be an Empress, but she may be only a 
Duchess ; it is the wiy things go in this world.' 

If one asks a G-erman a civil question, he wiU 
be quite sure to get a civil answer. If you stop a 
German in the street and ^k him to direct you to a 
certain place, he shows no sign of feeling offended. 
If the place be difficult to find, ten to one Uie man 
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will diop Mb own matters and go with you and show 
you. In London, too, many a time, strangers bare 
walked several blocks with me to show me my way. 
There ia something very real about this sort of polite- 
ness. Quite often, in G-ermany, shopkeepers who 
could not furnish me the article I wanted, have sent 
one of their employ^ with me to show me a place 
where it could be had. 
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CHAPTER XrX. 

However, I wander from the raft. We made the 
port of Neckarsteinaeh in good season, and went to 
the hotel and ordered a trout dinner, the same to be 
ready against our return from a two-hour pedestrian 
excursion to the village and castle of DCsberg, a 
mile distant, on the other side of the river. I do 
not mean that we proposed to be two hours making 
two miles — no, we meant to employ most of the time 
in inspecting Dilsberg. 

For Dilsberg is a quaint place. It is most 
quaintly and picturesquely situated, too. Imagine 
the beautiful river before you ; then a few rods of 
brilliant green sward on its opposite ' shore ; then a 
sudden hill — no preparatory gently-rising slopes, 
but a sort of instantaneous hill — a hill two hundred 
and fifty or three hundred feet high, as round as a 
bowl, with the same taper upward that an inverted 
bowl has, and with about the same relation of height 
to diameter that distinguishes a bowl of good honest 
depth — a hill which is thickly clothed with green 
hushes — a comely, shapely hill, rising abruptly out 
of the dead level of the surrounding green plains, 
visible from a great distance down the bends of the 
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river, and with just exactly room on the top of its 
head for its steepled and turreted and roof-clustered 
cap of architecture, which same is tightly jammed 
and compacted within the perfectly round hoop of 
tbe ancient village wall. 

There is no house outside the wall on the whole 
hill, or any vestige of a former house ; all the houses 
are inside the wall, hut there isn't room For another 
one. It is really a finished town, and has been 
finished a very long time. There is no space between 
the wall and the first circle of buildings ; no, the 
village wall is itself the rear ^valI of the first circle of 
buildings, and the roofs jut a little over the wall and 
thus furnish it with eaves. The general level of the 
massed roofs is gracefully broken and relieved by the 
dominating towers of the ruined castle and the tall 
spires of a couple of churches ; so, from a distance, 
Dilsberg has rather more the look of a king's crown 
than a cap. That lofty green eminence and its 
quaint coronet form quite a striking picture, you may 
he sure, in the flush of the evening sun. 

We crossed over in a boat and began the ascent 
by a narrow, steep path, which plunged us at once 
into the leafy deefffl of the bushes. But they were 
not cool deeps by any means, for the sun's rays were 
weltering hot, and there was little or no breeze to 
temper them. As we panted up the sharp ascent, we 
met brown, bare-headed and bare-footed boys and 
girls, occasionally, and sometimes men ; they came 
upon ua without warning, they gave ua good-day. 
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flashed out of sight in the bushes, and were gone as 
suddenly and mysteriously as they had come. They 
were hound for the other side of the river to work. 
This path had been travelled by many generations 
of these people. They have always gone down to the 
valley to earn their bread, but they have always 
climbed tbeir hill again to eat it, and to sleep in 
their snug town. 

It is said that the Dilsbergers do not emigrate 
much ; they find that living up there above the 
world, in their peaceful nest, is pleasaitter than 
living down in the troublous world. The seven 
hundred inhabitants are all blood-kin to each other, 
too J they have always been blood-kin to each other 
for fifteen hundred years ; they are simply one large 
family, and they like the home folks better than 
they like strangers, bence they persistently stay at 
home. It bas been said that for ages Dilsberg has 
been merely a thriving and diligent idiot-iactory. 
I saw no idiots there, but the captain said, ' Because 
of late years the govermnent has taken to lugging 
them off to asylums and otherwheres ; and govern- 
ment wants to cripple the factory, too, and is trying 
to get these Dilsbergers to marry out of the family, 
but they don't like to.' 

llie captain probably imbued all this, as modern 
science denies that the intermarrying of relatives 
deteriorates the stock. 

Arrived within the wall, we found the usual 
village sights and life. We moved along a narrow, 
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crooked lane which had been paved in the Middle 
Ages. A strapping, ruddy girl waa beating flax or 
some such stuff in a little bit of a goods-box of a 
bam, and she swung her flail with a will — if it was 
a flail ; I was not farmer enough to know what she 
was at ; a frowsy, bare-legged girl was herding half 
a dozen geese with a stick — driving them along the 
lane and keeping them out of the dwellings ; a 
cooper was at work in a shop which I know he did 
not make so large a thing as a hogshead in, for there 
was not room. In the front rooms of dwellings 
girls and women, were cooking or spinning, and 
ducks and chickens were waddling in and out, over 
the threshold, picking up chance crumbs and holding 
pleasant converse ; a very old and wrinkled man sat 
asleep before his door, with his chin upon his breast, 
and his extinguished pipe in his lap ; soiled children 
were playing in the dirt everywhere along the lane, 
unmindful of the sun. 

Except the sleeping old man, everybody was at 
work, hut the place was very still and peaceful, 
nevertheless ; so still that the distant cackle of the 
successful hen smote upon tiie ear but little dulled 
by intervening sounds. That commonest of village 
sights was lacking here — the public pump, with its 
great stone tank or trough of limpid water, and its 
group of gossiping pitcher-bearers ; for there is no 
well or fountain or spring op this tall hi!! ; cisterns 
of rain water are used. 

Our alpenstocks and muslin tails compelled at- 
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tention, and as we moved through the villa^ we 
gathered a considerahle procession of little hoys and 
girls, aad so went in some state to the castle. It 
proved to be an extensive pile of crumbling walls, 
arches and towers, massive, properly grouped for 
picturesque effect, weedy, grass-grown, and satisfac- 
tory. The children acted as guides ; they walked us 
along the top of the highest wall, then took ua up 
into a high tower and showed us a wide and beauti- 
ful landscape, made up of wavy distances of woody 
hills, and a nearer prospect of undulating expanses 
of green lowlands on the one hand, and castle-graced 
crags and ridges on the other, with the shining 
curves of the Neckar flowing between. But the 
principal show, the chief pride of the children, was 
the ancient and empty well in the grass-grown court 
of the castle. Its massive stone curb stands up three 
or four feet above ground, and is whole and uninjured. 
The children said that in the Middle Ages this well 
was four hundred feet deep, and famished ail the 
village with an abundant supply of w.iter, in war and 
peace. They said that in that old day its bottom 
was below the level of the Neckar, hence the water 
supply was inexhaustible. 

But there were some who believed it had never 
been a well at all, and was never deeper than it is 
now — eighty feet ; that at that depth a subterranean 
passage branched from it and descended gradually 
to a remote place in the valley, where it opened into 
somebody's cellar or other hidden recess, and that the 
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secret of this locality is now lost. Those who bold 
this belief say that herein lies the explanatioD that 
Dilsberg, besieged by Tilly and many a soldier before 
him, was never taken : after the longest and closest 
sieges the besiegers were astonished to perceive that 
the besieged were as fat and hearty as ever, and as 
well furnished with munitions of war — therefore it 
must be that the Dilsbergers had been bringing these 
things in through the subterranean passage all the 
time. 

The children said that there was in truth a sub- 
terranean outlet down there, and they would prove it, 
So they set a great truss of straw on fire and threw 
it down the well, while we leaned on the curb and 
watched the glowing mass descend. It ttruck bottom 
and gradually burned out. No smoke came up. The 
children clapped their hands and said — 

' You see 1 Nothing makes so much smoke as 
burning straw — now where did the smoke go to, if 
there is no subterranean outlet ? ' 

So it. seemed quite evident that the subterranean 
outlet indeed existed. But the finest thing within 
the ruin's limits was a noble lindeu, which the chil- 
dren said was four hundred years old, and no doubt 
it was. It had a mighty trunk and a mighty spread 
of limb and foliage. The limbs near the ground 
were nearly the thickness of a barrel. 

That tree had witnessed the assaults of men in 
mail-^how remote such a time seems, and how un- 
graspable is the fact that real men ever did light in 
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real armour ! — and it had seen the time when these 
broken arches and crumbling battlements were a trim 
and strong and stately fortress, fluttering its gay 
banners in the sun, and peopled with vigorous hu- 
manity, — how impossibly long ago that seems I — and 
here it stands yet, and possibly may still' be standing 
here, sunning itself and dreaming its historical 
dreams, when to-day ehall have been Joined to the 
days called ' ancient.' 

Well, we sat down under the tree to smoke, and 
the captain delivered himself of hia legend : 

THE LEGEND OF BILSBKHQ CASTLE. 

It was to this effect. In the old time there was 
once a great company assembled at the caatle, and 
festivity ran high. Of course there was a haunted 
chamber in the castle, and one day the talk fell upon 
that. It was said that whoever slept in it would 
not wake again for fifty years. Now when a young 
knight named Conrad von Oeisberg heard this, he 
said that if the castle were his he would destroy that 
chamber, su that no foolish person might have the 
chance to bring so dreadful a misfortune upon him- 
self and afflict such as loved him with the memory 
of it. Straightway the company privately laid their 
heads together to contrive some way to get this 
superstitious young man to sleep in that chamber. 
And they succeeded — in this way. They persuaded 
his betrothed, a lovely mischievous young creature, 
niece of the lord of the castle, to help them in their 
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plot. She presently took him aside and had speech 
with him. She used all her persuasions, but could 
not shake him ; he said his belief was firm that if he 
should sleep there he would wake no more for fifty 
years, and it made Mm shudder to think of it. 
Gatharina began to weep. This was a better argu- 
ment ; Conrad could not hold out against it. He 
yielded, and said she should have her wish if she 
would only smile and be happy ^ain. She flung 
her arms about his neck, and the kisses she gave him 
showed that her thankfulness and her pleasure were 
very real. Then she flew to tell the company her 
success, and the applause she received made her glad 
and proud she had undertaken her mission, eince all 
alone she had accomplished what the multitude had 
failed in. 

At midnight, that night, after the usual feasting, 
Conrad was taken to the haunted chamber and left 
there. He fell asleep, by-and-by. 

When he awoke again and looked about him, his 
heart stood still with horror I The whole aspect of 
the chamber was changed. The walls were mouldy 
and hung ^vith ancient cobwebs ; the curtains and 
beddings were rotten ; the furniture was rickety and 
ready to fall to pieces. He sprang out of bed, but 
his quaking knees sunk under him and he fell to the 
floor. 

' This is the weakness of age,' he said. 

He rose and soi^ht his clothing. It was cloth- 
ing no longer. The colours were gone, the gar- 
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ments gave way ia many places while he wae putting; 
them OQ. He fled, shuddering, into the corridor, 
and aloQ^ it to the great hall. Here he was met 
by a middle-aged stranger of a kind countenance, 
who stopped and gazed at him with surprise. Con- 
rad said— 

'Good sir, will you send hither the lord Ulrich?' 

The stranger looked puzzled a moment, then said — 

' The lord Ulrich ? ' 

' Yes — if you will be so good.' 

The stranger called— 'Wilhelm I ' A young 
serving man came, and the stranger said to him — 

' Is there a lord Ulrich among the guests?' 

' I know none of the name, so please your honour.' 

Conrad said, hesitatingly — 

'I did not mean a guest, but the lord of the 
castle, sir. ' 

The stranger and the servant exchanged wonder- 
ing glances. Then the former said — 

' I am the lord of the castle.' 

' Since when, sir ? ' 

' Since the death of my father, the good lord 
Ulrich, more than forty years ago,' 

Conrad sank upon a bench and covered his face 
with his hands while he rocked his body to and fro 
and moaned. The stranger said in a low voice to 
the servant — 

' I fear me this poor old creature is mad. Call 
some one.' 

In a moment several people came, and grouped 
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themselves about, talking in whispers. Conrad 
looked up and scanaed the faces about him wiBtMly. 
Then be shook his head and said in a grieved 
voice — 

' No, there is none among ye that I know. I am 
old and alone in the world. They are dead and 
gone these many years that cared for me. But sure, 
some of these aged ones I see about me can tell me 
some little word or two concerning them.' 

Several bent and tottering men and women came 
nearer and answered his questions about each former 
fiiend as he mentioned the names. This one they 
said had been dead ten years, that one twenty, 
another thuty. Each succeeding blow struck heavier 
and heavier. At last the sufferer said, — 

' There is one more, but I have not the courage 
to^O my lost Catharina ! ' 

One of the old dajnes said — 

' Ah, I knew her well, poor soul I A misfortune 
overtook her lover, and she died of sorrow nearly 
fifty years ago. She lieth under the linden tree 
without the court.' 

Conrad bowed his head and said — 

' Ah, why did I ever wake I And so she died of 
grief for me, poor child. So young, so sweet, so 
good 1 She never wittingly did a hurtful thing in 
all the little summer of her life. Her loving debt 
shall be repaid — for I will die of grief for her.' 

His head dropped upon liis breast. In a mo- 
ment there was a wild burst of joyous laughter, a 
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pair of round youDg arms were flung about Conrad's 
neck, and a sweet voice cried — 

' There, Conrad mine, thy kind words kill me — 
the farce shall go no further ! Look up, and laugh 
with us — 'twas aU a jest I ' 

And he did look up, and gazed, in a dazed 
wonderment — for the disguises were stripped away, 
and the aged men and women were bright and young 
and gay again. Catharina's happy tongue ran 
on — 

' Twas a marvellous jest, and bravely carried out. 
They gave you a heavy sleeping draught before you 
went to bed, and in the night they bore you to a 
ruined chamber where all had fallen to decay, and 
placed these rags of clothing by you. And when 
your sleep was spent and you came forth, two 
strangers, well inatructed in their parts, were here to 
meet you ; and all we, your friends, in our disguises, 
were close at hand, to see and hear, you may be sure 
Ah, 'twas a gallant jest ! Come, now, and make 
thee ready for the pleasures of the day. How real 
was thy misery for the moment, thou poor lad ! 
Look up and have thy laugh, now I ' 

He looked up, searched the merry faces about 
him in a dreamy way, then sighed and said — 

'I am aweary, good strangers ; I pray you lead 
me to her grave.' 

All the smiles vanished away, every cheek 

blanched, Catharina sunk to the ground in a swoon. 

All day the people went about the castle with 



c,q,t,=cdbvGoogle 



1 74 The End of the yoke. 

troubled faces, and commuiied together in under- 
tones. A painful hush pervaded the place which 
had lately been so full of cheery life. Each in his 
turn tried to arouse Conrad out of his hallucination 
and bring him to himself; but all the answer any 
got was a meek, bewildered stare, and then the 
words — 

' Good stranger, I have no friends, all are at rest 
these many years ; ye speak me fair, ye mean me well, 
hut I know ye not ; I am alone and forlorn in the 
■world — ^prithee lead me to her grave.' 

During two years Conrad spent his days, from the 
early morning till the night, under the linden tree, 
mourning over the imaginary grave of his Catharina. 
Catharina was the only company of the harmless 
madman. He was very friendly toward her because, 
as he said, in some ways she reminded him of his 
Catharina whom he had lost 'fifty years ago.' He 
often said — 

' She was so gay, so happy-hearted — but you 
never smile ; and always when you think I am not 
looking, you cry.' 

When Conrad died, they buried him under the 
linden, according to his directions, so that he might 
rest 'near his poor Catharina.' Then Catharina sat 
under the linden alone, every day and all day long, a 
great many years, speaking to no one, and never 
smiling ; and at last her long repentance was re- 
warded with death, and she was buried by Conrad's 
side. 
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Harris pleased the captain by saying it was a good 
l^end ; and pleased him further by adding — 

' Now that I have seen this mighty tree, -vigorous 
with its four hundred years, I feel a desire to believe 
the legend for its sake ; so I will humour the deaire, 
and consider that the tree really watches over tboEe 
poor hearts and feels a BOit of human tenderness for 
them.' 

We returned to Neckarsteinach, plunged our hot 
head into the trough at the town pump, and then 
went to the hotel and ate our trout dinner in leisurely 
comfort, in the garden, with the beautiful N^eckar 
flowing at our feet, the quaint Dilsberg looming be- 
yond, and the graceful towers and battlements of a 
couple of medieval castles (called the ' Swallow's 
Nest ' ' and ' The Brothers,') assisting the rugged 
scenery of a bend of the river down to our right. We 
got to sea in season to make the eighl>-mile nm to 
Heidelberg before the night shut down. We sailed 
by the hotel in the mellow glow of sunset, and came 
slashing down with the mad current into the narrow 
passage between the dikes. I believed I could shoot 
the bridge myself, so I went to the forward triplet of 
logs and relieved the pilot of his pole and his respon- 
sibility. 

We went tearing along in a most exhilarating 
way, and I performed the delicate duties of my office 

' The seeker after information is referred to Appendix E tor 
our Captain's Legend of the 'Swallow's Nest' and 'The 
Brothers.' 
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very well indeed for a first attempt ; but perceiving, 
presently, that I really was going to shoot the bridge 
itself instead of the archway under it, I judiciouBly 
stepped ashore. The next moment I had my long 
coveted desire : I saw a raft wrecked. It hit the' 
pier in the centre and went all to smash and scatter- 
ation like a box of matches struck by lightning. 

I was the only one of our party who saw this 
grand sight; the others were attitudinising, for the 
benefit of the long rank of young ladies who were 
promenading on the bank, and so they lost it. But 
I helped to fish them out of the river, down below 
the bridge, and then described it to them as well as 
I could. They were not interested, though. They 
said they were wet and felt ridiculous, and did not 
care anything for descriptions of scenery. The young 
ladies, and other people, crowded around and showed 
a great deal of sympathy, hut that did not help mat- 
ters ; for my friends said they did not want sym- 
pathy, they wanted a back alley and solitude. 
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Next morning brought good news — our trunks had 
arrived from Hamburg at last. Let this be a warn- 
ing to the reader. The G-ermanB are very consci- 
entious, and this trait makes them very particular. 
Therefore if you tell a German you want a thing 
done immediately, he takes you at your word ; he 
thinks you mean what you say ; so he does that thing 
immediately — according to his idea of immediately 
— which is about a week ; that iB, it is a week if it 
refers to the building of a garment, or it is an hour 
and a half if it refers to the cooking of a trout. 
Very well; if you tell a German to send your trunk 
to you by ' slow freight,' he takes you at your word ; 
be sends it by ' slow freight,' and you cannot imagine 
how long you will go on enlarging your admiration 
of the expressiveness of that phrase in the German 
tongue, before you get that trunk. The hair on my 
trunk was soft and thick and youthful, when I got it 
ready for shipment in Hamburg ; it was baldheaded 
when it reached Heidelberg. However, it was still 
aoimd, that was a comfort, it was not battered in the 
least ; the baggagemen seemed to be conscientiously 
careful, in Germany, of the baggage entrusted to 
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their hands. There was nothing now in the way 
of our departure, therefore we set about our prepa- 
rationsja 

Naturally my chief solicitude was about my col- 
lection of Keramica. Of course I could not take it 
with me ; that would be inconvenient, and dangerous 
besides. I took advice, but the best bric-a-brackera 
were divided as to the wisest course to pursue : some 
said pack the collection and warehouse it ; others said 
try to get it into the Grand Ducal Museum at 
Mannheim for safe keeping. So I divided the 
collection, and followed the advice of both parties. I 
set aside for the Museum those articles which were 
the most frail and precious. 

Among these was my Etruscan tear-jug. I 
bought this tear-jug of a dealer in antiquities for 
four hundred and fifty dollars. It is very rare. The 
man said the Etruscans used to ke^p tears or some- 
thing in these things, and that it was very hard to 
get hold of a broken one now. I also set aside my 
Henri II. plate. This is very fine and rare ; the shape 
is exceedingly beautiful and unusual. It has wonder- 
ful decorations on it, but I am not able to reproduce 
them. It cost more than the tear-jug, as the dealer 
said there was not another plate just like it in the 
world. He said there was much false Henri II. ware 
around, but that the genuineness of this piece was 
unquestionable. He showed me its pedigree, or its 
history if you please ; it was a document which traced 
this plate's movements all the way down from its 
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birth — showed who bought it, from whom, and what 
he paid for it— from the first buyer dowa to me, 
whereby I saw that it had gone steadily lip from 
thirty-five cents to seven hundred dollars. He said 
that the whole Keramic world would be informed that 
it was now in my possession and would make a note 
of it, with the price paid. 

There were Masters in those days, bnt alas I it is 
not so now. Of course the main preciousness of this 
piece lies in its colour ; it ia that old sensuous, per- 
vading, ramifying, interpolating, transhoreal blue 
which k the despair of modem art. The little sketch 
which I made of this gem cannot and does not 
do it justice, since I have been obliged to leave out 
the colour. 

However, I must not be frittering away the 
reader's time with these details. I did not intend to 
go into any detail at all, at first, but it is the Guling 
of the fcnie keramiker, or the true devotee in any de- 
partment of bric-a-brackery, that once he gets his 
tongue or hie pen started on his darling theme, he 
cannot well stop until he drops from exhaustion. He 
has no more sense of the flight of time than has any 
other lover when talking of his sweetheart. The 
very ' marks ' on the bottom of a piece of rare 
crockery are able to throw me into a gibbering 
ecstasy ; and I could forsake a drowning relative to 
help dispute about whether the stopple of a departed 
Buon Retiro scent-bottle was genuine or spurious. 

^lany people say that for a male person, bric-a- 
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brae hunting Ib about as robust a busiuesB as making 
doll-clothes, or decorating Japanese pots vith decal- 
eomame butterflies would be, and these people fling 
mud at that elegant Englishman, Byng, who wrote a 
book called 'The Bric-a-Brac Hunter,' and make fun 
of him for chasing around after what they choose to 
call ' his despicable trifles ; ' and for ' gushing ' over 
these trifles ; and for exhibiting his ' deep infantile 
delight ' in what they call his ' tuppenny collection 
of bej^;arly trivialities ; ' and for beginning his book 
with a picture of himself, seated, in a ' sappy, self- 
complacent attitude, in the midst of his poor little 
ridiculous bric-a-brac jimk shop.' 

It is easy to say these things ; it is easy to revile 
ue, easy to despise us ; therefore, let these people 
rail on ; they cannot feel as Byng and I feel — it is 
their loss, not ours. For my part I am content to 
be a bric-a-bracker and a keramiker — more, I am 
proud to be so named. I am proud to know that I 
lose my reason as immediately in the presence of a 
rare jug with an illustrious mark on the bottom of 
it, as if I had just emptied that jug. Very well ; I 
packed and stored a part of my collection, and the 
rest of it I placed in the care of the Grand Ducal 
Museum in Mannheim, by permisBion. My Old Blue 
China Cat remains there yet. I presented it to that 
excellent institution. 

I had but one misfortune with my things. An 
egg which I had kept back from breakfast that 
morning, was broken in packing. It wae a great 



Cqitl^cdbvGoOglC 



Meeting an A meruan. 1 8 1 

pity. I had shown it to the best connoisseurB in 
Heidelberg, and they all said it was an antique. We 
spent a day or two in farewell visits, and then left for 
Baden-Baden. We had a pleasant trip of it, for the 
Khine valley is always lovely. The only trouble was 
that the trip was too short. If I remember rightly, 
it only occupied a couple of hours; therefore I Judge 
that the distance was very little, if any, over fifty 
mites. We quitted the train at Oos, and walked the 
entire remaining distance to Baden-Baden, with the 
exception of a lift of less than an hour which we got 
on a passing waggon, the weather being exhsustingly 
warm We came into town on foot. 

One of the first persons we encountered, as we 

walked up the street, was the Rev. Mr, , an old 

friend from America — a lucky encounter, indeed, for 
his ia a most gentle, refined and sensitive nature, and 
his company and companionship are a genuine re- 
fi'eshment. We knew he had been in Europe some 
time, but were not at all expecting to run across him. 
Both parties burst forth into loving enthusiasms, and 
Rev. Mr. said — 

' I have got a brimful reservoir of talk to pout 
out on you, and an empty one ready and thirsting to 
receive what you have got ; we will sit up till mid- 
night and have a good satisfying interchange, for I 
leave here early in the morning.' We agreed to that, 
of course. 

I had been vaguely conscious, for a while, of a 
person who was walking in the street abreast of us. 
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I bad glanced furtively at him once or twice, aod 
noticed that he was a fine, large, vigorous yonng fel- 
low, with an open, independent countenance, fiuntly 
shaded with a pale and even almost imperceptible 
crop of early down, and that he was clothed from 
head to heel in cool and enviable snow-white linen. 
I thought I had also noticed that his head had a sort 
of listening tilt to it. Xow bbout this time the Bev. 
Mr. said— 

' The side-walk is hardly wide enough for three, 
eo I will walk behind ; but keep the talk going, keep 
the talk going, there's no time to lose, and you may 
be Bure I will do my share.' He ranged himself be- 
hind lis, and straightway that stately snow-white 
yomig fellow closed up to the side-walk alongside 
him, fetched him a cordial slap on the shoulder with 
his broad palm,and sung out with a hearty cheeriness — 

' Amf,Tica,n8, for two-and-a-half and the money 
up I Ue^ ? ' 

The Eeverend winced, but said mildly — 

' Yes — we are Americans.' 

'Lord love you,' you can just bet that's what / 
am, every time ! Put it there ! ' 

■ He held out his Sahara of a palm, and the Eev- 
erend laid Ms diminutive hand in it, and got so cor- 
dial a shake that we heard his glove burst under it. 

' Say, didn't I put you up right ? ' 

' yes.' 

' Sho I I spotted you for my kind the minute I 
heard your clack. You been over here long F ' 
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' About four moatbB. Have you been oTer long?' 

' Lcmg^ Well, I should say so! Going on two 
years, by geeminy I Say, are you homesick ? ' 

' No, I can't aay that I am. Are you ? ' 

* Oh, heU, yes 1 ' This with immense entbusiaem. 

The Eeverend shrunk a little, in his clothes, and 
we were aware, rather by instinct than otherwise, that 
he was throwing out signals of distress to us ; but we 
did not interfere or try to succour him, for we were 
quite happy. 

The young fellow hooked his arm into the Rev- 
erend's now, with the confiding and grateful ait of a 
waif who has been longing for a friend, and a sympa- 
thetic ear, and a chance to lisp once more the sweet 
accents of the mother tongue — and then he limbered 
lip the muscles of his mouth and turned himself 
loose— and with such a relish I Some of his words 
were not Sunday-school words, so I am obliged to put 
blanks where they occur. 

' Yes indeedy I If I ain't an American there 
aiji'i any Americans, that's all. And when I heard 
you fellows gassing away in the good old American 

language, I'm if it wasn't all I could do to 

keep from hugging you ! My tongue's all warped 

with trying to curl it around] these forsaken 

wind-galled nine-jointed German words here ; now I 
tell you it's awful good to lay it over a Christian 
word once more and kind of let the old taste soak in. 
I'm from western New York. My name is Cholley 
Adams. I'm a student, you know. Been here going 
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on two years. I'm learniag to be a horse- doctor. I 

l^t that part of it, you know, but these 

people, they won't learn a fellow in fais own langu^e, 
they make him learn in Crerman ; so before I could 
tackle the horse-doctoring I had to tackle this 
miserable language. 

' First-oEF, I thought it would certainly give me 
the botts, but I don't mind it now. I've got it 
where the hair's short, I think ; and dontchuknow, 
they made me learn Latin, too. Now between you 

and me, I wouldn't give a for all the Latin 

that was ever jabbered ; and the first thing / cal- 
culate to do when I get through, is to just sit down 
and forget it. 'Twon't take me long, and I don't 
mind the time, anyway. And I tell you what 1 the 
difference between Bchool-teacbing over yonder and 
school-teaching over here — sho! TTe don't know 
anything about it I Here you've got to peg and peg 
and peg and there just ain't any let-up — and what 
you learn here, you've got to know, dontchuknow — 

or else you'll have one of these spavined, 

spectacled, ring-boned, knock-kneed old professors in 
your hair. I've been here long enough, and I'm 
getting blessed tired of it, mind I teU you. Tbe 
old man wrote me that he was coming over in June, 
and said he'd take me home in August, whether I was 
done with my education or not, but durn him, he 
didn't come ; never said why ; just sent me a hamper 
of Sunday-school books, and told me to be good, and 
hold on a while. I don't take to ■Sunday..school 



C,q,t,=cdbvG00g[C 



The Homesick American. 185 

books, dontcbuknow — I don't hanker after them 
when I can get pie — but I read them, anyway, 
because whatever the old man tella me to do, that's 
the thing Tm a-going to do, or tear something you 
know. I buckled in and read all of those books, 
becauee he wanted me to ; but that kind of thing don't 
excite me ; I like something hearty. But I'm awful 
homesick. I'm homesick from ear-socket to crupper, 
and from crupper to hock joint; but it ain't any 
use, I've got to stay here, till the old man drops the 
rag and gives the word — yes, s'l/r, right here in this 

country I've got to linger till the old man 

says Come ! — and you bet your bottom dollar, 
Johnny, it aiWt just as easy as it is for a cat to have 
twins!' 

At the end of this pro&ue and cordial explosion 
he fetched a prodigious ' Wkoosk I ' to relieve his 
lungs and make recognition of the beat, and then 
he straightway dived into his narrative again for 

'Johnny's' benefit, beginning, 'Well, it ain't 

any use talking, some of those old American words 
do have a kind of a bully swing to them ; a man 
can express himself with 'em — a man can get at 
what he wants to say, dontchuknow.' 

When we reached our hotel and it seemed that 
be was about to lose tlie Reverend, he showed so 
much sorrow, and begged so hard and so earnestly 
that the Reverend's heart was not hard enough to 
hold out against the pleadings — so he went away 
with the parent-honouring student, like a right 
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Christian, and took supper with him in his lodgings 
and sat in the surf-beat of his slang and profanity 
till near midnight, and then left him — left him 
pretty well talked out, hut grateful ' clear down to 
his frt^s,' as he expressed it. The Keverend said it 
had transpired during the interview that * Cholley ' 
Adams's father was an extensive dealer in horses in 
western New York; this accounted for Cholley's 
choice of a profession. The Reverend brought away 
a pretty high opinion of Cholley as a manly young 
fellow, with stuff in him for a useful citizen ; he 
considered him rather a rough gem, but a gem, 
nevertheless. 
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Badbn-Baden gits in tbe lap of the hills, acd the 
natural and artificial beauties of the surroundings 
are combined effectively and charmingly. The level 
strip of groiind which stretches through and beyond 
the town is laid out in handsome pleasure grounds, 
shaded by noble trees and adorned at intervals with 
lofty and sparkling fountain-jets. Thrice a day a 
fine band makes music in the public promenade 
before the Conversation-House, and in the afternoons 
and evenings that locality is populous with feshion- 
ably dressed people of both sexes, who march back 
and forth past the great music stand and look very 
much bored, though they make a show of feeling 
otherwise. It seems like a rather aimless and stupid 
existence. A good many of these people are there 
for a real purpose, however ; they are racked with 
rheumatism, and they are there to stew it out in the 
hot baths. These invalids looked melancholy enough, 
limping about on their canes and crutches, and ap- 
parently brooding over all sorts of cheerless things. 
People say that G-ermany, with her damp stone 
houses, is the home of rheumatism. If that ie so. 
Providence must have foreseen that it would be so, 
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and therefore filled the land with these healing 
baths. Perhaps no other country is so generously 
supplied with medicinal springs as Crermany. Some 
of these baths are good for one ailment, some for 
another ; and again, peculiar ailments are conquered 
l^ combining the individual virtues of several 
different baths. For instance, for some forms of 
disease, the patient drinks the native hot water of 
Baden-Baden, with a spoonful of salt from the Carls- 
bad springs dissolved in it. That is not a dose to be 
forgotten right away. 

They don't eeJf this hot water ; no, you go into 
the great Trinkhalle, and stand around, first on one 
foot and then on the other, while two or three young 
girls sit pottering at some sort of lady-like sewing 
work in your neighbourhood and can't seem to see 
you — polite as three-dollar clerks in government 
offices. 

By-and-by one of these rises painfully, and 
'stretches;' — stretches fists and body heavenward 
till she raises her heels from the floor, at the same 
time refreshing herself with a yawn of such compre- 
hensiveness that the bulk of her fece disappears 
behind her upper lip and one is able to see how she 
is constructed inside — then she slowly closes her 
cavern, brings down her fists and her heels, comes 
languidly forward, contemplates you contemptuously, 
draws you a glass of hot water and sets it down 
where you can get it by reaching for it. You take 
it and say — 
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' How much ? ' — and she returns you, with 
elaborate indifference, a beggar's answer — 

' Nach Bdiehe (what you please).' 

This thing of using the common bej^;ar'8 trick 
and the common beggar's shibboleth to put you on 
your liberality when you are expecting a simple 
straightforward commercial traneaction, adds a little 
to your prospering sense of irritation. You ignore 
her reply, and ask again — 

' How much ? ' 
and she calmly, indifferently, repeats — 

' Nach Bdifbe.' 

You are getting angry, but you are trying not to 
show it ; you resolve to keep on asking your question 
till she changes hei answer, or at least her annoy- 
ingly indifferent manner. Therefore, if your case be 
like mine, you two fools stand there, and without 
perceptible emotion of any kind, or any emphasis on 
any syllable, you look blandly into each other's eyes, 
and hold the following idiotic conversation — 

' How much ? ' 

'Nach Beliebe.' 

* How much ? ' 

' Nach Beliebe.' 
' How much ? ' 
' Nach Beliebe.' 
' How much ? ' 
'Nach Beliebe.' 
' How much ? 

* Nach Beliebe.' 
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' How much ? ' 

' Nach Beliebe.' 

I do not know what another person would have 
done, but at this point I gave it up ; that cast-iron 
indifference, that tranquil fontemptuouBneas, con- 
quered me, and I struck my colours. Now I knew 
she was used to receiving about a penny &om manly 
people who care nothing about the opinions of acuUeiy 
maids, and about tuppence from moral cowards ; but 
I laid a silver twenty- five-cent piece within her reach 
and tried to shrivel her up with this sarcastic 
speech — 

' If it isn't enough, will you stoop sufficiently 
firom your official dignity to say so ? ' 

She did not shrivel. Without deigning to look 
at me at all, she lang;uidly lifted the coin and bit 
it ! — to see if it was good. Then she turned her back 
and placidly waddled to her former roost again, toss- 
ing the money into an open till as she went along. 
She was victor to the last, you see. 

I have enlai^edupon the ways of this girl because 
they are typical ; her manners are the manners of a 
goodly number of the Baden-Baden shopkeepers. 
The shopkeeper there swindles you if he can, and 
insults you whether he succeeds in swindling you or 
not. The keepers of baths also take great and 
patient pains to insult you. The frowsy woman who 
sat at the desk in the lobby of the great Frieder- 
ichsbad and sold bath tickets, not only insulted me 
twice every day, with rigid fidelity to her great trust, 
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but she took trouble enough to cheat me out of a 
ghilling, one day, to have fairly entitled her to ten. 
Baden-Baden's splendid gamblers are gone, only her 
miscroscopic knaves remain. 

An English gentleman who had been living there 
several years, said — 

'If you could disguise your nationality, yoa 
would not 6nd any insolence here. These shop- 
keepers detest the English and despise the Americans ; 
they are rude to both, more especially to ladies of 
your nationality and mine. If these go shopping 
without a gentleman or a man servant, they are 
tolerably sure to be subjected to petty insolences — 
insolences of manner and tone, rather than word, 
though words that are hard to bear are not always 
wanting. J know of an instance where a shopkeeper 
tossed a coin back to an American lady with the 
remark, snappishly uttered, " We don't take French 
money here." — And I know of a case where an English 
lady said to one of these shopkeepers, " Don't you 
think you aak too much for this article?" and he 
replied with the question, "Do you think you are 
obliged to buy it ? " However, these people are not 
impolite to Russians or Germans. And as to rank, 
they worship that, for they have long been used to 
generals and nobles. If you wish to see to what 
al^sses servility can descend, present yourself before 
a Baden-Baden shopkeeper in the character of a 
Bussian prince,' 

It is an inane town, filled with sham, and petty 
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fraud, aad snobbery, but the baths are good. I spoke 
with many people, and they were all agreed iu that. 
I had had twinges of rheumatism unceasingly during 
three years, but the last one departed after a fort- 
night's bathing tliere, and I have nev» had one since. 
I fully believe I left my rheumatism in Baden-Baden. 
Baden-Baden is welcome to it. It was little, but it 
was aU I had to give. I would have preferred to 
leave something that was catching, but it was not in 
my power. 

There are several hot springs there, and during 
two thousand years they have poured forth a never 
diminishing abundance of the healing water. This 
water is conducted in pipes to the numerous bath 
houses, and is reduced to an endurable temperature 
by the addition of cold water. The new Friederichs- 
bad is a very large and beautiful building, and in it 
one may have any sort of bath that has ever been 
invented, and with all the additions of herbs and 
dnigs that his ailment may need or that the physician 
of the establishment may consider a useful thing to 
put into the water. You go there, enter the great 
door, get a bow graduated to your style and clothes 
from the gorgeous portier, and a bath ticket and an 
insult from the frowsy woman for a quarter ; she 
strikes a bell and a serving man conducts you down 
a long ball and shuts you into a commodious room 
which has a washstand, a mirror, a bootjack, and a 
sofa in it, and there you undress at your leisure. 

The room is divided by a great curtain ; you 
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draw this curtain aside, and find a large white 
marble bath-tub, with its rim sunk to the level of 
the floor, and with three white marble steps leading 
down into it. This tub is full of water which is as 
clear as crystal, and is tempered to 28° Beaumur 
(about 95° Fahrenheit). Sunk into the floor, by 
the tub, is a covered copper box which contains some 
warm towels and a sheet. You look fully as white 
as an angel when you are stretched out in that 
limpid bath. You remain in it ten minutes the 
first time, and afterwards increase the duration from 
day to day, till you reach twenty-five or thirty 
minutes. There you stop. The appointments of the 
place are so luxurious, the benefit so marked, the 
price so moderate, and the insults so sure, that you 
very soon find yourself adoring the FriederichsLad 
and infesting it. 

We had a plain, simple, unpretending, good 
hotel, in Baden-Baden — the Hotel de France — and 
alongside my room I had a giggling, cackling, 
chattering family who always went to bed just two 
hours after me and always got up just two hours 
ahead of me. But that is common in German hoteb ; 
the people generally go to bed long after eleven 
and get up long before eight. The partitions con- 
vey sound like a drum-head, and everybody knows 
it; but DO matter, a German family who are all 
kindness and consideration in the daytime make 
apparently no effort to moderate their noises for your 
benefit at night. They will sing, laugh and talk 
VOL. 1. o 
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loudly, and bang furnitute around in the most piti- 
less way. If you knock on your wall appealingly, 
they will quiet down and discuss the matter softly 
amongst themselves for a moment — then, like the 
mice, they &11 to persecuting you again, and as 
vigorously as before. They keep cruelly late and 
early hours, for such noisy folk. 

Of course when one begins to find feult with 
foreign people's ways, he is very likely to get a re- 
minder to look nearer home, before he gets far with 
it. I open my note-book to see if I can find some 
more information of a valuable nature about Baden- 
Baden, and the first thing I fall upon is this ; 

Baden-Baden (no date). — Lot of vociferous 
Americans at breakfast this morning. Talking of 
everybody, while pretending to talk among them- 
selves. On their first travels, manifestly. Showing 
off. The usual signs — airy, easy-going references 
to grand distances and foreign places. ' Well, good~ 
bye, old fellow, if I don't run across yoii in Italy, 
you hunt me up in London before you sail.' 

The next item which I find in my note-book is 
this one : 

' The fact that a band of 6,000 Indians are now 
murdering our frontiersmen at their impudent leisure, 
and that we are only able to send 1,200 soldiers 
against them, is utilised here to discourage emigra- 
tion to America. The common people think the 
Indians are in New Jersey.' 
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This is a new and peculiar argument against 
keeping our army down to a ridiculous figure in 
the matter of numbers. It is rather a striking one, 
too. I have not distorted the truth in saying that 
the facts in the above item, about the army and the 
Indians, are made use of to discourage emigration to 
America. That the common people should be rather 
fog^y in their geography, and foggy as to the loca- 
tion of the Indians, is matter for amusement, maybe, 
but not of surprise. 

There is an interesting old cemetery in Baden- 
Baden, and we spent several pleasant hours in -wan- 
dering through it and Bpelling out the inscriptions 
on the aged tombstones. Apparently after a man 
has lain there a century or two, and has had a good 
many people buried on top of him, it is considered 
that his tombstone is not needed by him any longer. 
I judge 80 from the fact that hundreds of old grave- 
stones have been removed from the graves and placed 
against the inner walls of the cemetery. What 
artists they had in the old times ! They chiselled 
angels and cherubs and devils and skeletons on the 
tombstones in the most lavish and generous way — 
as to supply — but curiously grotesque and outlandish 
as to form. It is not always easy to teil which of the 
figures belong among the blest, and which of them 
among the opposite party. But there was an inscrip- 
sion, in French, on one of those old stones, which was 
quaint and pretty, and was plainly not the work of 
any other than a poet. It was to this effect :— 



c,q,t,=cdbvGoogle 



196 La Favorita Palace. 

Hebe 

Reposes in God, 

Caboline de Clbry, 

A BBLTOIEdSB OF Si. DeMIS, 
AfiKD 83 TBABS — AND BLIND. 

The light was besiobed to heb 
iH Baden the 5th of Jandabt, 
1839. 

We made several excursions on foot to the neigh- 
bouring villages, over winding and beautiful loads, and 
through enchanting woodland scenery. The woods and 
roads were similar to those at Heidelbei^, but not so 
bewitching. I suppose that roads aud woods which 
are up to the Heidelberg mark are rare in the world. 

Once we wandered clear away to La Favorita 
Palace, which is several miles from Baden-Baden. 
The grounds about the palace were fine ; the palace 
was a curiosity. It was built by a Margravine in 
1725, and remains as she left it at her death. We 
wandered through a great many of its rooms, and 
they all had striking peculiarities of decoration. For 
instance, the walls of one room were pretty completely 
covered with small pictures of the Mai^avine in all 
conceivable varieties of fanciful costumes, some of 
them male. 

The walls of another room were covered with 
grotesquely and elaborately figured hand-wrought 
tapestry. The musty ancient beds remained in the 
chambers, and their quilts and curtains and canopies 
were decorated with curious hand-work, and the 
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walls and ceilings frescoed with historical and mytho- 
l(^cal scenes in glaring colours. There was enough 
crazy and rotten ruhhish in the building to make 
the tme brick-a-bracker green with envy. A paint- 
ing in the dining ball veiged upon the indelicate — 
but then the Margravine was herself a trifle indeli- 
cate. 

It is in every way a wildly and pictureBquely 
decorated house, and brimful of interest as a reflect 
tion of the character and tastes of that rude bygone 
time. 

In the grounds, a few rods from the palace, 
stands the Margravine's chapel, just as she left it — 
a coarse wooden structure, wholly barren of ornament. 
It is said that the Margravine would give herself up 
to debauchery and exceedingly &st living for several 
months at a time, and then retire to this miserable 
wooden den and spend a few months in repenting and 
getting ready for another good time. She was a 
devoted Catholic, and was perhaps quite a model sort 
of a Christian as Christians went then, in high life. 

Tradition says she spent the last two years of her 
life in the strange den I have been speaking of, after 
haying indulged herself in one final, triumphant, and 
satisfying spree. She shut herself up there, without 
company, and witliout even a servant, and so abjured 
and forsook the world. In her little bit of a kitchen 
she did her own cooking; she wore a hair shirt next 
the skin, and castigated herself with whips — these 
aids to grace are exhibited there yet. She prayed 
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and told her beads, in another little room before a 
wtkxen Virgin niched in a little box against the wall ; 
she bedded herself like a slave. 

In another small room is an unpainted wooden 
table, and behind it sit half-life-size wasen figures of 
the Holy Family, made by the very worst artist that 
ever lived, perhaps, and clothed in gaudy, flimsy 
drapery.' The Margravine used to bring her meals 
to this table and (Knfl vMh. the Holy Family. What 
an idea that was ! What a grisly spectacle it must 
have been ! Imagine it ! Those rigid, shock-headed 
figures, with eorpsy complexions and fishy glass eyes, 
occupying one side of the table in the constrained 
attitudes and dead fixedness that distinguish all men 
that are bom of wax, and thid wrinkled, smouldering 
old fire-eater occupying the other side, mumbling 
her prayers and munching her sausages in the 
ghostiy stillness and shadowy indistinctness of a 
winter twilight. It makes one feel crawly even to 
think of it. 

In this sordid place, and clothed, bedded, and fed 
like a pauper, this strange princess lived and wor- 
shipped during two years, and in it she died. Two 
or three hundred years ago, this would have made 
the poor den holy ground ; and the church would 
have set up a miracle-factory there and made plenty 
of money out of it. The den could be moved into 
some portions of France and made a good property 
even now. 

' Tbe-SsvionrwasrepresentedasalBdof aboutfifteenyean of 
age, Tbis figare had lost one eje. 
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Fbou Baden-Baden we made the customary trip into 
the Black Forest. We were on foot most of the time. 
One cannot describe those noble woods, nor the feel- 
ing with which they inspire him. A feature of the 
feeling, however, is a deep sense of contentment; 
another feature of it is a buoyant, boyish gladness ; 
and a third and very conspicuous feature of it is one's 
sense of the remoteness of the work-day world and 
bis entire emancipation from it and its affaire. 

Those woods stretch unbroken over a vast region ; 
and everywhere they are such dense woods, and so 
still, and so piney and fragrant The stems of the 
trees ai-e trim and straight, and in many places all 
the ground is hidden for miles wider a thick cushion 
of moss of a vivid green colour, with not a decayed 
or ragged spot in its surface, and not a fallen leaf 
or twig to mar its immaculate tidiness. A rich 
cathedral gloom pervades the pillared aisles ; so the 
stray flecks of sunlight that strike a trunk here and 
a bough yonder are strongly accented, and when they 
strike the moss they fairly seem to bum. But the 
weirdest eflfect, and the most enchanting, is that pro- 
duced by the diffused light of the low afternoon sun ; 
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no single ray is able to pierce its way in, then, bat 
the diffused light takes colour from moss and foliage, 
and pervades the place like a faint, green-tinted 
mist, the theatrical fire of fairyhuad. The suggestion 
of mystery and the supernatural which haunts the 
forest at all times, is intensified hy this unearthly 
glow. 

We found the Black Forest farmhouses and vil- 
lages all that the Black Forest stories have pictured 
them. The first genuine specimen which we came 
upon was the mansion of a rich farmer and member 
of the Common Council of the parish or district. 
He was an important personage in the land and so 
was his wife also, of course. His daughter was the 
' catch ' of the region, and she may be already enter- 
ing into immortality as the heroine of one of Auer- 
bach's novels for all I know. We shall see, for if he 
puts her in I shall recognise her hy her Black Forest 
clothes, and her burned complexion, her plump figure, 
her fat hands, her dull expression, her gentle spirit, 
her generous feet, her bonnetless head, and the 
plaited tails of hemp-coloured hair banging down 
her back. 

The bouse was big enough for a hotel ; it was a 
hundred feet long and fifty wide, and ten foet high, 
from ground to eaves; but from the eaves to the 
comb of the mighty roof was as much as forty feet, 
or maybe even more. This roof was of ancient mad- 
coloured straw thatch a foot thick, and was covered 
all over, except in a f^w trifling spots, with a thriving 
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and luxurious growth of green vegetation, mainly 
moss. The moasless spots were places where repairs 
had been made "by the insertion of bright new masses 
of yellow straw. The eaves projected far down, like 
sheltering, hospitahle wings. Across the gable that 
fronted the road, and aboat ten feet above the ground, 
ran a narrow porch, with a wooden railing ; a row of 
small windows filled with very small panes looked 
upon the porch. Above were two or three other little 
windows, one clear up imder the sharp apex of the 
roof. Before the ground-floor door was a huge pile 
of manure. The door of a second-story room on the 
side of the house was open, and occupied by the rear 
elevation of a cow. Was this probably the drawing- 
room? Allof the front half of the house Irom the 
ground up seemed to be occupied by the people, the 
cows, and the chickens, and all the rear half by 
draught animals and hay. But the chief feature all 
around this house was the big heaps of manure. 

We became very familiar with the fertiliser in 
the Forest. We fell unconsciously into the habit of 
judging of a man's station in life by this outward and 
eloquent sign. Sometimes we said, ' Here is a poor 
devil, this ie manifest.' When we saw a stately 
accumulation, we said, ' Here is a banker.' When 
we encountered a country seat surrounded by an 
Alpine pomp of manure, we said, ' Doubtless a duke 
lives here.' 

The importance of this feature has not been 
properly magnified in the Black Forest stories. 
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Mantire is evidently the Black Forester's main trea- 
sure — his coin, his jewel, his pride, his Old Master, 
his keramics, his bric-a-brac, bis darling, his title to 
public consideration, envy, veneration, and his first 
solicitude when be gets ready to make his will. The 
true Black Forest novel, if it is ever written, will be 
skeletoned somewhat in this way : 

Skeleton foe Blacs Fobest Novel. 

Itich old farmer, named Hiiss. Has inherited 
great wealth of manure, and by diligence has added 
to it. It is double-starred in ' Baedeker.' ' The 
Black Forest artist paints it — his masterpiece. Tlie 
King comes to see it. Gretchen Huss, daughter and 
heiress. Paul Hoch, young neighbour, suitor for 
Gretchen's hand — ostensibly ; he really wants the 
manure. Hoch has a good many cart-loada of the 
Black Forest currency himself, and therefore is a 
good catch ; but he is sordid, mean, and without 
sentiment, whereas Gretchen is all sentiment and 
poetry. Hans Schmidt, young neighbour, full of 
sentiment, full of poetry, loves Gretchen, Gretchen 
loves him. But he has no manure. Old Huss for- 
bids him the house. His heart breaks, he goes away 
to die in the woods, far from the cruel world— for he 
says, bitterly, ' What is man, without manure ? ' 

[Interval of six months,] 

Paul Hoch comes to old Hues and says, ' I am at 

' When Baedeker's guide-books mention a thing and pnt 
two stars • • after it, it means ' well worth visiting.' M. T. 
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last aa rich as you required — come and view the pile.' 
Old Huss views it, and aaya, ' It is sufficient — take 
her and be happy' — meaning Qretchen. 
[Interval of two weeks.] 

Wedding party assembled in old Huss'b drawing- 
room ; Hoch placid and content, Gretchen weeping 
over her hard fate. Enter old Husb'b head book- 
keeper. Huss says fiercely, ' I gave you three weeks 
to find out why your books don't balance, and to 
prove that you are not a defaidter ; the time is up — 
find me the missing property or you go to prison as 
a thief.' Book-keeper : ' I have found it.' ' Where ? ' 
Book-keeper : sternly — tragically : * In the bride- , 
groom's pile ! — behold the thief — see him blench and 
tremble ! ' [Sensation.] Paul Hoch : ' Lost, lost I ' 
— fiiUs over the cow in a swoon and is handcuffed. 
Gretchen : * Saved ! ' Falls over the calf in a swoon 
of joy, but is caught in the arms of Hans Schmidt, 
who springs in at that moment. Old Huss : ' What, 
you here, varletP unhand the maid and quit the 
place.' Hans: still supporting the insensible girl: 
'Never! Cruel old man, know that I come with 
claims which even you cannot despise.' 

HusB : ' What, yov, ? name them.' 

Hans : ' Then listen. The world had forsaken 
me, I forsook the world. I wandered in the solitude 
of the forest, longing for death, but finding none. 
I fed upon roota, and in my bitterness I dug for the 
bitterest, loathing the sweeter kind. Digging, three 
days agone, I struck a manure mine ! — a G-olconda, 
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a limitlese Bonanza of solid manure I I can buy jou 
aU, and liave mountain ranges of manure left I Ha- 
ha I now thou Bmilest a smile I ' [Immense sen- 
sation.] Exhibition of specimens from the mine. 
Old Hubs, enthusiastically: 'Wake her up, shake 
her up, noble young man, she is yours ! ' Wedding 
takes place on the spot ; book-keeper restored to his 
office and emoluments ; Paul Hoch led off to gaol. 
The Bonanza Kin!g of the Black Forest lives to a good 
old age, blessed with the love of his wife and of his 
twenty-seven children, and the still sweeter envy of 
everybody around. 

We took our noon meal of fried trout one day at the 
Plow Inn, in a very pretty village (Ottenhofen), and 
then went into the public room to rest and smoke. 
There we found nine or ten Black Forest grandees 
assembled around a table. They were the Common 
Council of the pariah. They had gathered there at 
eight o'clock that morning to elect a new member, 
and they had now been drinking beer four hours at 
the new member's expense. They were men of fifty 
or sixty years of age, with grave, good-natured faces, 
and were all dressed in the costume made familiar to 
us by the Black Forest stories : broad, round-topped, 
black felt hats, with the brims ciu-led up all around ; 
long red waistcoats with large metal buttons, black 
alpaca coats with the waists up between the shoulders. 
There were no speeches, there was but little talk, 
there were no frivolities ; the Council filled them- 
selves gradually, steadily, but surely, with beer, and 
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conducted themselves with sedate decorum, as be- 
came men of position, men of inSuence, mon of 
manure. 

We had a hot afternoon tramp up the valley, 
along the grassy hank of a rushing stream of clear 
water, past farmhouses, wat^-mills, and no end of 
wayside crucifixes, and saints, and Virgins. These 
crucifixes, etc., are set up in memory of departed 
friends hy survivors, and are almost as frequent as 
telegraph poles are in other lands. 

We followed the carriage road, and had our usual 
luck ; we travelled under a heating sun, and always 
saw the shade leave the shady places before we could 
get to them. In all our wanderings we seldom 
managed to strike a piece of road at its time for 
being shady. We had a particularly hot time of it 
on that particular afternoon, and with no comfort 
but what we could get out of the fact that the 
peasants at work away up on the steep mountain 
sides above our heads were even worse off than we 
were. By and by it became impossible to raiduie 
the intolerable glare and heat any longer; ao we 
struck across the ravine and entered the deep cool 
twilight of the forest, to hunt for what the guide- 
book called the ' old road.' 

We found an old road, and it proved eventually 
to be the right one, though we followed it at the 
time with the conviction that it was the wrong one. 
If it was the wrong one there could be uq use in 
hurrying, therefore we did not hurry, but sat down 
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frequently on ihe soft moss, and enjoyed the restful 
quiet and shade of the forest solitudes. There had 
been distractions in the carriage road — school chil- 
dren, peasants, wagons, troops of pedestrianising 
Btudenta from all over Germany — but we had the old 
road all to ourselves. 

Now and then, while we rested, we watched the 
laborious ant at his work. I found nothing new in 
him — certainly nothing to change my opinion of 
him. It seems to me that in the matter of intellect 
the ant must be a strangely overrated l»rd. During 
many summers now I have watched him, when I 
ought ft have been in better business, and I have 
not yet come across a living ant that seemed to have 
any more sense than a dead one. I refer to the 
ordinary ant, of course ; I have had no experience of 
those wonderful Swiss and African ones which vote, 
keep drilled armies, hold staves, and dispute about 
religion. Those particular ants may be all that tiie 
naturalist paints them, but I am persuaded that the 
average ant is a sham. I admit his industry, of 
course ; he is the hardest working creature in the 
world — when anybody is looking — but Us leather- 
headednesB is the point I make gainst him. He 
goes out forcing, he makes a capture, and then 
what does he do ? Go home ? No ; he goes any- 
where but home. He doesn't know where home is. 
His home may be only three feet away ; no matter, 
he can't find it. He makes his capture, as I have 
said ; it is generally something which can be of no sort 
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of use to himself or anybody else ; it is usually seven 
times bigger than it ought to be ; he hunts out the 
awkwardest place to take hold of it; he lifts it 
bodily up in the air by main force, and starts — not 
toward home, but in the opposite direction ; not 
calmly and wisely, but with a frantic haste which ia 
wasteful of his Etreng;th ; he fetches up against a 
pebble, and, instead of going around it, he climbs 
over it backwards, dragging his booty after him, 
tumbles down on the other side, jumps up in a 
passion, kicks the dust off his clothes, moistens his 
hands, grabs his property viciously, yanks it this 
way, then that, shoves it ahead of him a moment, 
turns tail and lugs it after him another moment, 
gets madder and madder, then presently hoists it 
into the air and goes tearing away in an entirely 
new direction ; comes to a weed ; it never occurs to 
him to go around it. No ; he must climb it, and 
he does climb it, dragging his worthless property to 
the top — which is as bright a thing to do as it would 
be for me to carry a sack of flour from Heidelberg to 
Paris by way of Strasburg steeple ; when he gets up 
there he Ends that that is not the place ; takes a 
cursory glance at the scenery, and either climbs down 
again or tumbles down, and starts off once more — as 
usual, in a new direction. At the end of half an 
hour he fetches up within six inches of the place he 
started &om, and lays his burden down. Meantime, 
he has been over all the ground for two yards around, 
and climbed all the weeds and pebbles he came 
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. aerosa. Now lie wipes the sweat from bis brow, 
strokes his limbs, and then marches aimlessly off, in 
as violent a hurry as ever. . He traverses a good deal 
of zig-zag country, and by and by stumbles on his 
same booty again. He does not remember to have 
ever seen it before ; he looks around to see whicli is 
not the way home, grabs bis bundle, and starts. He 
goes through the same adventures he had before ; 
finally stops to rest, and a friend comes along. 
Evidently the friend remarks that a last year's 
grasshopper leg is a very noble aiiquisition, and 
inqiiires where he got it. Evidently the proprietor 
does not remember exactly where he did get it, but 
thinks he got it 'around here somewhere.' Evi- 
dently the friend contracts to help him freight it 
home. Then, with a judgment peculiarly antic (pun 
not intentional), they take hold of opposite ends of 
that grasshopper leg and begin to tug with all their 
might in opposite directions. Presently they take 
a rest, and confer together. They decide that some- 
thing is wrong, they can't make out what. Then 
they go at it again, just as before. Same result. 
Mutual recriminations follow. Evidently each 
accuses the other of being an obstructionist. They 
warm up, and the dispute ends in a iight. They 
lock themselves together and chew each other's jaws 
for a while ; then they roll and tumble on the ground 
till one loses a horn or a leg and has to haul off for 
repairs. They make up and go to work again in the 
same old insane way, but the crippled ant is at a 
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diradvantage ; tug as he may, the other one drags 
off the booty and him at the end of it. Instead of 
giving up, he hanga on, and gets hia shins bruised 
agaiiLBt every obstruction that comes in the way. 
By and by, when that grasshopper leg has been 
drag^^ all over the same old ground once more, it 
is finally dumped at about the spot where it origi- 
nally lay. The two perspiring ants inspect it 
thoughtfully and decide that dried grasshopper legs 
are a poor sort of property after all, and then each 
starts oflF in a different direction to see if he can't 
find an old nail or something else that is heavy 
enough to aGFord entertainment and at the same 
time valueless enough to make an ant want to 
own it. 

There in the Black Forest, on the mountain side, 
I saw an ant go through with such a performance as 
this with a dead spider of fully ten times his own 
weight. The spider was not quite dead, but too fiir 
gone to resist. He had a round body the size 
of a pea. He little ant — observing that I was 
noticing — turned him on his back, sunk his fangs 
into his throat, lifted him into the air, and started 
vigorously off with him, stiunbling over little 
pebbles, stepping on the spider's 1^ and tripping 
himself up, dragging him backwards, shoving him 
bodily ahead, dragging him up stones six inches high 
instead of going around them, climbing weeds twenty 
times his own height and jumping &om their sum- 
mits — and finally leaving him in the middle of the 
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road to be confiscated by any other fool of an ant 
that wanted him. I measured the ground which 
this ass traTersed, and arrived at the concluaion that 
what he had accomplished inside of twenty minutes 
would constitute some such job as this — relatively 
speaking — for a man; to wit: to strap two eight 
hundred pound horses together, carry them eighteen 
hundred feet, mainly over (not around) boulders 
averaging six feet high,'^d in the course of the 
journey climb up and Jump from the top of one 
precipice like Niagara, and three steeples, each a 
hundred and twenty feet high ; and then put the 
horses down, in an exposed place, without anybody 
to watch them, and go off to indulge in some other 
idiotic miracle for vanity's sake. 

Science has recently discovered that the ant does 
not lay up anything for winter use. This will knock 
him out of literature to some extent. He does not 
work, except when people are looking, and only then 
when the observer has a green, naturalistic look, and 
seems to be taking notes. This amounts to decep- 
tion, and will injure him for the Sunday schools. 
He has not judgment enough to know what is good 
to eat &om what isn't. This amounts to ignorance, 
and will impair the world's respect for him. He 
cannot stroll around a stump and find bis way home 
again. This amoucts to idiocy, and once the 
damaging fact is established, thoughtful people will 
cease to look up to him, the sentimental will cease 
to fondle him. His vaunted industry is but a vanity 
and of no effect, since he never gets home with any- 
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thing he starts with. This disposes of the last rem- 
oant of bis reputation, and wholly destroys hiB main 
usefulness as a moral agent, since it will make the 
slu^^rd hesitate to go to him any more. It is strange 
beyond comprehension that so manifest a humbug as 
the ant bas been able to fool so many nations and 
keep it up so many ages without being found out. 

The ant ie strong, but we saw another strong 
thing, where we had not suspected the presence of 
much muscular power before. A toadstool — that 
vegetable which springs to full growth in a single 
night — had torn loose and lifted a matted mass of 
pine needles and dirt- of twice its own bulk into the 
air, and supported it there, like a colunm supporting 
a shed. Ten thousand toadstools, with the right 
purchase, could lift a man, I suppose. But what 
good would it do ? 

All our afternoon's progress had been up hiU. 
About five ot half past we reached the summit, and 
all of a sudden the dense curtain of the forest parted, 
and we looked down into a deep and beautiful gorge 
and out over a wide panorama of wooded mountains 
with their summits shining in the sun and their 
glade-furrowed sides dimmed with purple shade. 
The gorge under our feet — called Allerheiligen — 
afforded room in the grassy level at its head for a 
cosy and delightful human nest, shut away from the 
world and its botherations, and consequently the 
monks of the old times had not failed to spy it out ; 
and here were the brown and comely nuns of their 
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church and convent to prove that priests bad aa fine 
an instinct seven hundred years ago in ferreting out 
the choicest nooka and comers in a land as. priests 
have to-day. 

A big hotel crowds the ruins a little now, and 
drives a brisk trade with suminer tourists. We 
descended into the gorge and had a supper which 
would have been very satisfactory if the trout bad 
not been boiled. The GennaDS are pretty sure to 
boil a trout or anything else if left to their own 
devices. This is an argument of some value in sup- 
port of the theory that they were the original colonists 
of the wild islands oS* the coast of Scotland. A 
schooner laden with oranges was wrecked upon on© 
of those islands a few years ago, and the gentle 
savages rendered the captain such willing assistance 
that he gave them as many oranges as they wanted. 
Next day he asked them how they liked tbem. They 
shook their heads and said — 

' Baked, they were tough ; and even boiled, they 
wam't things for a hungry man to hanker after.' 

We went down the glen after supper. It is 
beautiful — a mistore of sylvan loveliness and craggy 
wildness. A limpid torrent goes whistling down the 
glen, and toward the toot of it winds through s 
narrow cleft between lofty precipices and hurls itself 
over a succession of falls. After one passes the last 
of these he has a backward glimpse at the falls which 
is vety pleasing — they rise in a seven-stepped stair- 
way of foamy and glittering cascades, and make a 
picture which Is as charming as it is unusual. 
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We were satisfied .that we could walk to Oppeuau in 
one day, now that we were in practice, so we set out 
next morning after breakfast determined to do it. 
It was all the way down hill, and we had the love- 
liest summer weather for it. So we set the pedo- 
meter, and then stretched away on an easy, regular 
stride, down through the cloven forest, drawing in 
the fragrant breath of the morning in deep refresh- 
ing draughts, and wishing we might never have any- 
thing to do for ever but walk to Oppenan, and keep 
on doing it, and then doing it over again. 

Now the true charm of pedestrianism does not 
lie in the walking, or in the scenery, but in the 
talking. The walking is good to time the move- 
ment of the tongue by, and to keep the blood and 
the brain stirred up and active ; the scenery and the 
woodsy smells are good to bear in upon a man an 
unconscious and unobtrusive charm and solace to eye 
and soul and sense ; but the supreme pleasure comes 
&om the talk. It is no matter whether one talks 
wisdom or nonsense, the case is the same ; the bulk 
of the enjoyment lies in the wa^^ng of the gladsome 
jaw and the flapping of the sympathetic ear. 
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And what a motley variety of Bubjecta a couple 
of people will casually rake over in the course of a 
day's tramp ' There being no constraint, a change 
of subject is always in order, and so a body is not 
likely to keep pegging at a single topic until it growa 
tiresome. We discussed everything we knew, during 
the first fifteen or twenty minutes, that morning, 
and then branched out into the glad, free boundless 
realm of the things we were not certain about. 

Harris said that if the best writer in the world 
once got the slovenly habit of doubling up bis 
* have's ' be could never get rid of it while he 
lived. That is to say, if a man gets the habit of 
saying ' I should have liked to have known more 
about it' instead of saying simply and sensibly, 'I 
should have liked to know more about it,' that man's 
disease is incurable. Harris said that this sort of 
lapse is to be found in every copy of every news- 
paper that has ever been printed in English, and in 
almost all of our books. He said he had observed 
it in Kirkham's grammar and in Macaulay. Harris 
believed that milk-teeth are commoner in mens 
mouths than those ' doubled-np have's.' ' 

That changed the subject to dentistry. I said 
I believed the average man dreaded tooth-pulUng 

' I do not know that there have not been momenta in the 
coarse of the present aeasion when I should have been very glad 
to have accepted the proposal of my nohle friend, and to have 
exchanged parts in some of onr evenings of work. — [From a 
Speech of the English Chancellor of the Exchequer, August 1879]. 
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more than amputation, and that he would yell 
quicker under the former operation than he would 
under the latter. The philosopher Harria eaid that 
the avenge man would not yell in either case if he 
had an audience. Then he continued : 

' When our brigade first went into camp on the 
Potomac, we used to be brought up standing, ocea- 
Bionally, by an ear-splitting howl of anguish. That 
meant that a soldier was getting a tooth pulled in a 
tent. But the surgeons soon changed that ; they 
instituted open-air dentistry. There never was a 
howl afterwards, — that is, from the man who was 
having the tootb pulled. At the daily dental hour 
there would always be about 500 soldiers gathered 
together in the neighbourhood of that dental chair 
waiting to see the performance, — aud help ; and the 
moment the surgeon took a grip on the candidate's 
tooth, and began to lift, every one of those 600 
rascals would clap his hand to his jaw and begin 
to hop around on one leg and howl with all the lungs 
he had I It was enough to raise your hair to hear 
that variegated and enormous unanimous caterwaul 
burst out ! With so big and so derisive an audience 
as that, a sufferer wouldn't emit a sound though you 
pulled his head off. The surgeons said that pretty 
often a patient was compelled to laugh, in the midst 
of his pangs, but that they had never caught one 
crying out, after the open-air exhibition was insti- 
tuted.' 

Dental surgeons suggested doctors, doctors sug- 
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geated death, death suggested skeletons, — and so, by 
a logical process, the conversation melted out of one 
of these subjecta and into the next, until the topic 
of skeletons raised up Nicodemus Dodge out of the 
deep grave in my memory where be had lain buried 
and forgotten for twenty-five years. When I was a 
boy in a printing office in Miaaouri, a loose-jointed, 
long-legged, two-headed, jeans-clad, countriiied cub 
of about sixteen lounged in one day, and without 
removing bis hands from the depths of his trowsers 
pockets, or taking off his faded ruin of a slouch bat, 
wboae broken brim hung limp aiid ragged about his 
eyes and ears like a bug-eaten cabbage leaf, stared 
indifferently ai'ound, then leaned hia hip against the 
editor's table, crossed his mighty hrogans, aimed at a 
distant fly from a crevice in bis upper teeth, laid him 
low and said with composure, — 

* Whar's the boss ? ' 

* I am the boss,' said the editor, following this 
curious bit of architecture wonderingly along up to 
its clock-face with his eye. 

' Don't want anybody fur to learn the business, 
't aint likely ? ' 

' Well, I don't know. Would you like to learn 

it?' 

' Pap's so jK)' he cain't run me ao mo', so I want 
to git a show somers if I kin, 'tain't no diffunce 
what, — I'm strong and hearty, and I don't turn my 
back on no kind of work, bard nur soft.' 

* Do you think you would like to learn the print- 
ing business?' 
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* Well, I don't rely k'yer s. dum what I do leam, 
so'a I git a chance fur to make my way. I'd jiat as 
soon leam print'n 's aaythiog.' 

' Can you read ? ' 

* Yes, — middlin'.' 
*Write?' 

' Well, I've seed people could lay over me thar.' 
'Cipher?' 

* Not good enough to keep store, I don't reckon, 
but up aa fur as twelve-times-twelve I ain't no slouch. 
Tother side of that is what gits me.' 

' Where is your home ? ' 

' rm f m old Shelby.' 

' What's your father's religious denomination? * 

' Him ? 0, he's a blacksmith.' 

'No, no, — I don't mean his trade. What's his 
rdifflouB denomination ? ' 

' 0, — I didn't understand you befo'. He's a 
Freemason.' 

'No-no, you don't get my meaning yet. What 
I mean is, does he belong to any church, ? ' 

' Now you're talkin' ! Couldn't make out what 
you was a tryin' fo get tluough yo' head no way. 
Blong to a church ! Why boss he's ben the pizenest 
kind of a Free-will Babtis' for forty year. They ain't 
no pizener ones 'n' what he is. Mighty good man, 
pap is. Everybody says that. If they said any diff- 
runt they wouldn't say it whar / wiiz, — not much 
they wouldn't.' 

' What is your own religion ? ' 
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' Well, boss, youVe kind o' got me thar — and yit 
you hain't got me bo mighty much, nuther. I think 
't if a feller he'ps another feller when he's in trouble, 
and don't cuss, and doD*t do no mean things, nur 
noth'n' he ain' no business to do, and don't spell the 
Savior's name with a little g, he ain't runnin' no 
reska, — he's about as saift as if he blonged to a 
church.' 

* But suppose he did spell it with a little g, — 
what then F ' 

' Well, if be done it a-pnrpose, I reckon he 
wouldn't stand no chance — be oughtn't to have no 
chance, anyway, I'm most rotten certain Twut that.' 

* What is your name ? ' 
' Nicodemvis Dodge.' 

•I think maybe youll do, Nicodemus. We'll 
give you a trial, anyway.' 

'AU right.' 

' When would you like to begin ? ' 

' Now.' 

So, within ten minutes after we had first glimpsed 
this nondescript he was one of us, and with his coat 
off and hard at it. 

Beyond that end of our establishment which was 
furthest from the street, was a deserted garden, path- 
less, and thickly grown with the bloomy and villui- 
ous ' jimpson ' weed and it« common ftiend the stately 
sunflower. In the midst of this mournful spot was a 
decayed and aged little ' frame ' house with but one 
room, one window, and no ceiling — it had been a 
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smoke-house a generation before. Nicodemns was 
j^ven this lonely and ghostly den as a bed chamber. 

The village amartiea reix^piised a treasure in 
Nicodemus, right away — a butt to play jokes on, 
It was easy to see that he was inconceivably green 
and confiding. George Jonea had the gloiy of per- 
petrating the first joke on him ; he gave him a cigar 
with a fire-cracker in it and winked to the crowd to 
come ; the thing exploded presently and swept away 
the bulk of Nicodemus's eyebrows and eyelashes. He 
simply said — 

' I consider them kind of aeeg'yara dangersome ' — 
and seemed to suspect nothing. The next evening 
Nicodemus waylaid George and poured a bucket of 
ice-water over him. 

One day, while Nicodemus was in swimming, Tom 
McElroy ' tied ' his clothes. Nicodemus made a bon- 
fire of Tom's, by way of retaliation. 

A third joke was played upon Nicodemus, a day 
or two later — he walked up the middle aisle of the 
village church, Sunday night, with a staring hand- 
bill pinned between his sboulders. The joker spent 
the remainder of the night, after church, in the 
cellar of a deserted house, and Nicodemus sat on the 
cellar door till toward breakfast time to make sure 
that the prisoner remembered that if any noise was 
made some rough treatment would be the conse- 
quence. The cellar had two feet of stagnant water 
in it, and was bottomed with six inches of soft mud. 

But I wander from the point. It was the subject 
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of skeletons that brought this boy back to my re- 
collection. Before a very long time had elapsed, tlie 
village smarties began to feel an uncomfortable 
consciousness of not having made a very shining 
success out of their attempts on the simpletou from 
' old Shelby.' Experimenters grew scarce and chary. 
Now the young doctor came to the rescue. There 
was delight and applause when he proposed to scare 
Nicodemus to death, and explained how he was 
going to do it. He had a noble new skeleton — the 
skeleton of the late and only local celebrity, Jimmy 
Finn, the village drunkard — a grisly piece of pro- 
perty whioh he had bought of Jimmy Finn himself, 
at auction, for fifty dollars, under great competition, 
when Jimmy lay very sick in the tan-yard a fort- 
night before his death. The fifty dollars had gone 
promptly for whisky, and had considerably hurried 
up the change of ownership in the skeleton. The 
doctor would put Jimmy Finn's skeleton in Nico- 
demus's bed ! 

This was done — about half-past ten in the even- 
ing. About Nicodemus's usual bedtime — midnight, 
— the village jokers came creeping stealthily through 
the jimpson weeds and sunflowers toward the lonely 
frame den. They reached the window and peeped 
in. There sat the long-legged pauper, on his bed, 
in a very short shirt, and nothing more ; he was 
dangling his legs contentedly back and forth, and 
wheezing the mmic of * Camptown Races ' out of a 
paper-overlaid comb which he was pressing against 
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his mouth ; by him lay a new jewaharp, a new top, 
a solid india-rubber ball, a handful of painted mar- 
bles, five pounds of ' store ' candy, and a well-gnawed 
slab of gingerbread as big and as thick as a volume 
of sheet music. He bad sold the skeleton to a 
travelling quack for three dollars and was enjoying 
the result I 

Just as we had finished talking about skeletons 
and were drifting into the subject of fossils, Harris 
and I heard a shout, and glanced up the steep hill- 
side. We saw men and women stajiding away up 
there looking frightened, and there was a bulky 
object tumbling and floundering down the steep 
slope toward us. We got out of the way, and when 
the object landed in the road it proved to be a boy. 
He had tripped and &llen, and there was nothing 
for him to do but trust to luck and take what might 
come. 

When one starts to roll down a place like that, 
there is no stopping till the bottom is reached. 
Think of people farming on a slant which is so 
steep that the best you can say of it — if you want 
to be fastidiously accurate — is, that it is a little 
steeper than a ladder and not quite so steep as a 
mansard roof. But that is what they do. Some of 
the little farms on the hillside opposite Heidelberg 
were stood up ' edgeways.' The boy was wonderfully 
jolted up, and bis head was bleeding from cuts which 
it had got from small stones on the way. 

Harris and I gathered him up and set bim on a 
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stontt, and by that time the men and women had 
scampered down and brought Mb cap. 

Men, women, and children flocked out from 
neighbouring cottages and joined the crowd ; the 
pale boj was petted, and stared at, and conmiise- 
rated, and water was brought for him to drink, and 
bathe his bruises in. And such another clatter of 
tongues I All who had seen the catastrophe were 
describing it at once, and each trying to talk louder 
than hie neighbour; and one youth of a superior 
genius ran a little way up the hill, called attention, 
tripped, fell, rolled down among us, and thus tri- 
umphantly showed exactly how the thing had been 
done. 

Harris and I were included in all the descrip- 
tions ; how we were coming along ; how Hana Gross 
shouted ; how we looked up startled ; how we saw 
Peter coming like a cannon-shot; how judiciously 
we got out of the way and let him come ; and with 
what presence of mind we picked him up and brushed 
him off, and set him on a rock when the performance 
was over. We were as much heroes as anybody else, 
except Peter, and were so recognized ; we were taken 
with Peter and the populace to Peter's mother's 
cottage, and there we ate bread and cheese, and 
drank milk and beer with everybody, and had a 
most sociable good time ; and when we left we had 
a hand-shake all around, and were receiving and 
shouting back iefe' wohVs until a turn in the road 
separated us from our cordial and kindly new friends 
for ever. 
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We accompllBhed our imdertaking. At half-past 
eight in the eveniog we stepped into Oppenau, just 
eleven hours and a half out from Allerheiligen — 
146 miles. This ia the distance by pedometer ; the 
guide-book and the Imperial Ordnance maps make it 
only ten and a quarter — a surprising blunder, for 
these two authorities are usually singularly accurate 
in the matter of distances. 
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That was a thoroughly -satis&ctxirj walk, and the 
only one we were ever to have which was all the way 
down hill. We took the train nezt morning and re- 
turned to Baden-Baden through fearful fogs of dust. 
Every seat was crowded, too, for it was Sunday, and 
conBequently everybody was taking a ' pleasure ' ex- 
cursion. Hot I the sky was an oven, and a sound 
one, too, with no cracks in it to let in any air. An 
odd time for a pleasure excursion, certainly. 

Sunday is the great day on the Continent — the 
free day, the happy day. One can break the Sabbath 
in a hundred ways without committing any sin. 

We do not work on Sunday, because the com- 
maadment forbids it ; the CJermans do not work on 
Sunday, because the commandment forbids it. We 
rest on Sunday, because the commandment requires 
it ; the Germans rest on Sunday, because the com- 
mandment requires it. But in the definition of the 
word ' rest ' lies all the difference. ' With ua, ita 
Sunday meaning is, stay in the house and keep still ; 
with the Germans its Simday and week-day meaning 
seems to be the same — rest the ^/red part, and never 
mind the other parts of the frame ; rest the tired 
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part, and use the means best calculated to rest that 
particular part. Thus, if one's duties have kept him 
in the bouse all the week, it will rest him to be out 
on Sunday ; if his duties have required him to read 
weighty and serious matter all the week, it will rest 
him to read light matter on Sunday ; if his occupa- 
tioD has busied him with death and funerals all the 
week, it will rest him to go to the theatre Sunday 
night and put in two or three hours laughing at 
a comedy ; if he is tired with digging ditches or fel- 
ling trees all the week, it will rest him to lie quiet 
in the house on Sunday ; if the hand, the arm, the 
brain, the tongue, or any other member, is fatigued 
with inanition, it is not to be rested by adding a 
day's inanition ; but if a member is fatigued with 
exertion, inanition is the right rest for it. Such is 
the way in which the Germans seem to define the 
word ' rest,' that is to say, they rest a member by 
recreating, recuperating, restoring its forces. But 
our definition is less broad. We all rest alike on 
Sunday, — by secludii^ ourselves Mid keeping still, 
whether that is the surest way to rest the most of us 
or not. The Germans make the actors, the preachers, 
&c., work on Sunday. We encourage the preachers, 
the editors, the printers, &c., to work on Sunday, 
and imagine that none of the sin of it falls upon us ; 
but I do not know how we are going to get around 
the feet that if it is wrong for the printer to work at 
his trade on Sunday, it must be equally wrong for the 
preacher to work at his, since the commandment has 
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made no exception in liia favour. We buy Monday 
morning's paper and read it, and thus encourage 
Sunday printing. But I shall never do it again. 

The GermanB remember the Sabbath day to keep 
it holy, by abstaining from work, as commanded ; 
we keep it holy by abstaining from work as com- 
manded, and by also abstaining from play, which is 
not commanded. Perhaps we constructively ftreafc 
the command to rest, because the resting we do is in 
most cases only a same, and not a fact. 

These reasonings have sufficed, in a measure, to 
mend the rent in my conscience which I made by 
travelling to Baden-Baden that Sunday. We arrived 
in time to furbish up and get to the English church 
before services began. We arrived in considerable 
style, too, for the landlord had ordered the first car- 
riage that could be found, since there was no time to 
lose, and our coachman was so splendidly liveried 
that we were probably mistaken for a brace of stray 
dukes ; else why were we honoured with a pew all to 
-ourselves, away up among the very elect at the left 
-of the chancel ? That was my first thought. In the 
pew directly in front of us sat an elderly lady, plainly 
and cheaply dressed ; at her side sat a young lady 
with a very sweet face, and she also was quite simply 
dressed ; but around us and about us were clothes 
and jewels which it would do anybody's heart good 
to worship in. 

I thought it was pretty manifest that the elderly 
lady was embarrassed at finding herself in such s 
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conspicuous place arrayed in such cheap apparel ; I 
began to feel sorry for her and troubled about her. 
She tried to seem very busy with her prayer-book 
and her respoDses, and unconscious that she was out 
of place, but I said to myself, ' She is not succeeding, 
— there is a distressed tremulousuess in her voice 
which betrays increasing embarrassment.' Presently 
the Saviour's name was mentioned, and in her flrnry 
she lost her head completely, and rose and curtsied, 
instead of making a slight nod as everybody else did. 
The sympathetic blood surged to my temples and I 
turned and gave those fine birds what I intended to 
be a beseeching look, but my feelings got the better 
of me and changed it into a look which said, ' If 
any of you pets of fortune laugh at this poor soul, 
you will deserve to be flayed for it.' Things went 
from bad to worse, and I sbortN found myself 
mentally taking the unfriended lady under my pro- 
tection. My mind was wholly upon her, I forgot all 
about the sermon. Her embarrassment took stronger 
and stronger hold upon her ; she got to snapping the 
lid of her smelling bottle, — it made a loud sharp 
sound, but in her trouble she snapped and snapped 
away, unconscious of what she was doing. The last 
extremity was reached when the collection-plate be- 
gan its rounds ; the moderate people threw in pennies, 
the nobles and the rich contributed silver, but she 
laid a twenty-mark gold piece upon the book-rest 
before her with a sounding slap I I said to myself, 
' She has parted with all her little hoard to buy the 
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consideration of these unpitying people, — it is a 
sorrowful spectacle.' I did not venture to look around 
this time ; but as the service closed, I said to my- 
self, ' Let them laugh, it is their opportunity ; hut 
at the door of this church tliey shall Bee her etep 
into our fine carriage with us, and our gaudy coach- 
man shall drive her home.' 

Then she rose, — and all the congregation stood 
while she walked down the aisle. She was the 
Empress of Germany \ 

Xo, the had not been so much embarrassed as I 
had supposed. My ima^nation bad got started on 
the wrong scent, and that is always hopeless ; one is 
sure, then, to go straight on misinterpreting every- 
thing, clear through to the end. The young lady 
with her Imperial Majesty was a maid of honour, — 
and I had been taking her for one of her boarders, all 
the time. 

This is the only time I have ever had an Empress 
under my personal protection ; and, considering my 
inexperience, I wonder I got through with it so well. 
I should have been a little embarrassed myself if I 
had known earlier what sort of a contract I had on 
my hands. 

We found that the Empress had been in Baden- 
Baden several days. It is said that she never attends 
Eny but the English form of church service. 

I lay abed and read and rested from my journey's 
fatigues the remainder of that Sunday, but I sent my 
agent to represent me at the afternoon service, for I 
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never allow anything to interfere with my habit of 
attending church twice every Sunday. 

There was a vast crowd in the public grounds 
that night to hear the band play the ' Fremersberg.' 
This piece tells one of the old legends of the region : 
how a great noble of the Middle Ages got lost in the 
mountains, and wandered about with his dc^s in a 
violent storm, until at last the faint tones of a monas- 
tery bell, calling the monks to a midnight service, 
caught his ear, and he followed the direction the 
sounds came from and was saved. A beautiful air 
ran through the music, without ceasing ; sometimes 
loud and strong, sometimes so soft that it could 
hardly be distinguished, — hut it was always there ; it 
swung grandly along through the shrill whistling of 
the storm-wind, the rattling patter of the rain, and 
the boom and crash of the thunder; it wound soft 
and low through the lesser sounds, the distant ones, 
such as the throbbing of the convent bell, the melo- 
dious winding of tiie hunter's horn, the distressed 
bayings of his dogs, and the solemn chanting of the 
monks; it rose again, with a jubilant ring, and 
mingled itself with the country songs and dances of 
the peasants assembled in the convent hall to cheer 
up the rescued huntsman while be ate his supper. 
The instruments imitated all these sounds with a 
marvellous exactness. More than one man started to 
raise his umbrella when the storm burst forth and 
the sheets of mimic rain came driving by ; it was 
hardly possible to keep from putting your hand to 
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your Lat when the fierce wind began to r^;e and 
ehriek; and it was not possible to refrain from 
starting when those sudden and charmingly real ' 
thunderc rashes were let loose. 

I BUppose the P'remersberg is very low-grade 
music ; I know, indeed, that it imi^t be low-grade 
music, because it so delighted me, warmed me, 
moved me, stirred me, uplifted me, enraptured me, 
that I was full of cry all the time, and mad with 
enthusiasm. My soul had never had sucha scouring 
out since I was bom. The solemn and majestic 
chanting of the monks was not done by instruments, 
but by men's voicf s ; and it jose and fell, and rose 
again in that rich confusion of warring sounds, and 
pulsing bells, and the stately swing of that ever-pre- 
sent enchanting air, and it seemed to me that nothing 
but the very lowest of low-grade music covXA be so 
divinely beautiful. The great crowd which the 
Fremersberg had called out was another evidence 
that it was low-grade music ; for only the few are 
educated up to a point where high-grade music 
gives pleasure. I have never heard enough classic 
music to be able to enjoy it. I dislike the opera 
because I want to love it and can't. 

I suppose there are two kinds of music,— one 
kind which one feels, just as an oyster might, and 
another sort which requires a higher faculty, a faculty 
which must be assisted and developed by teaching. 
Yet if base music gives certain of us wings, why 
should we want any other ? But we do. We want 
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it because the liigher and better like it. But we 
want it without giving it the necessary time and 
trouble ; so we climb into that upper tier, that dress 
circle, by a lie ; we pretend we like it. I know 
several of that sort of people, — and I propose to be 
one of them myself when I get home with my fine 
European education ■ 

And then there is painting. What a red rag is 
to a bull, Turner's ' Slave Ship ' was to me before I 
studied Art. Mr. Ruskiu is educated in art up to a 
p<nnt where that picture throws him into as mad an 
ecstasy of pleasure as it used to throw me into one 
of rage, last year, when I was ignorant. His culti- 
vation enables him— and me, now— to see water in 
that glaring yellow mud, and natural effects in those 
lurid explosions of mixed smoke and flame, and 
crimson sunset glories ; it reconciles him, — and roe, 
now — to the floating of iron cable-chains and other 
unfloatable things ; it reconciles us to fishes swim- 
ming around on top of the mud,- — I mean the wafer. 
The moat of the picture is a manifest impossibility, 
— that is to say, a lie ; and only rigid cultivation can 
enable a man to find truth in a lie. But it enabled 
Mr. Kuskin to do it, and it has enabled me to do it, 
and I am thankful for it. A Boston newspaper re- 
porter went and took a look at the Slave Ship 
floundering about in that fierce conflagration of reda 
and yellows, and said it reminded him of a tortoise- 
shell cat having a lit in a platter of tomatoes. In 
my then uneducated sfate, that went home to my 
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non-cultivation, and I thouglit here is a man with 
an unobstructed eye. Mr, Raskin would have said: 
This person is an ass. That is what I would say, 

BOW.' 

However, our business in Baden-Baden this time 
was to join our courier. I had thought it best to 
hire one, as we should be in Italy by-and-by, and we 
did not know that language. Neither did he. We 
found him at the hot«l, ready to take charge of us. 
I asked Itim if he was ' all fixed.' He said he was. 
That was very true. He had a trunk, two small 
satchels, and an umbrella. I was to pay him 55 
dollars a month and railway fares. On the continent 
the railway fare on a trunk is about the same as it is 
on a man. Couriers do not have to pay any board 
and lodging. This seems a great saving to the 
tourist, — at first. It does not occur to the tourist 
that somebody pays that man's board and lodging. 
It occurs to him by-and-by, however, in one of his 
lucid moments. 

' Months after this wa3 written, I happened into the National 
Gallery in London, and soon became ho fascinated with the 
Turner pictures that I conld hardly get away from the place. I 
went there often, afterward, meaning to see the rest of the gal- 
lery, but the Turner spell was tflo strong ; it could not be shaken 
off. However, the TarnetB which attracted me most did not re- 
iod me of the Slave Ship. 
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Next morning we left in the train for Switzerland, 
and reached Lucerne about ten o'clock at night. 
The first discovery I made was that the beauty of the 
lake had not been exaggerated. Within a day or 
two I made another discovery. This was, that the 
lauded chamois is not a wild goat ; that it is not a 
horned animal ; that it is not shy ; that it does not 
avoid human society ; and that there is no peril in 
hunting it. The chamoia is a black or brown crea- 
ture no bigger than a mustard seed ; you do not have 
to go after it, it comes after you ; it arrives in vast 
herdit and skips and scampers all over your body, in- 
side your clothes ; thus it is not shy, but extremely 
sociable ; it i^ not afraid of man, on the contrary it 
will attack him ; its bite is not dangerous, but 
neither is it pleasant j its activity has not been over- 
stated, — if you try to put your finger on it, it will 
skip a thousand times its own length at one jump, 
and no eye is sharp enough to see where it lights. 
A great deal of romantic nonsense has been written 
about the Swiss chamois and the perils of hunting it, 
whereas the truth is that even women and children 
hunt it, and fearlessly; indeed, everybody hunts it ; 
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the hunting is going on all the time, day and night, 
in bed and out of it. It is poetic foolishness to hunt 
it with a gun ; very few people do that : there is not 
one man in a million who can hit it with a gun. It 
IB much easier to catch it than it is to Bhoot it, and 
only the experienced chamois hunter can do either. 
Another common piece of exaggeration is that about 
the ' scarcity ' of the chamois. It is the reverse of 
■scarce. Droves of 100,000,000 chamois are not un- 
usual in the Swiss hotels. Indeed, they are so 
numerous as to be a great pest. The romancers 
always dress up the chamois hunter in a fanciful 
and picturesque costume, whereas the best way to 
hunt this game is to do it without any costume at 
all. The article of commerce called chamois-skin is 
another fraud; nobody could skin a chamois, it is 
too smalL The creature is a humbug in every way, 
and everything which has been written about it is 
sentimental exaggeration. It was no pleasure to me 
to find the chamois out, for he had been one of my 
pet illusions ; all my life it had been my dream to 
see him in liis native wilds some day, and engage in 
the adventurous sport of chasing him from cliflf to 
cliff. It is no pleasure to me to expose him now, 
and destroy the reader's delight in him and respect 
for him, but still it must be done, for when an 
honest writer discovers au imposition it is hia simple 
duty to strip it bare and hurl it down from its place 
of honour, no matter who suffers by it ; any other 
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coarse would render Mm unworthy of the public 
confidence. 

Lucerne is a charming place. It begins at the 
water's edge, with a fringe of hotels, and scrambles 
up and apreada itself over two or three sharp hills in ■ 
a crowded, disorderly, but picturesque way, offering 
to the feye a heaped-up confusion of red roofa, quaint 
gablea, dormer windows, toothpick steeples, with here 
and there a bit of ancient embattled wall bending 
itself over the ridges, worm-fashion, and here and 
there an old square tower of heavy masonry. And 
also here and there a town clock with only one hand 
— a hand which atretchea straight across the dial and 
has no joint in it; such a clock helps out the picture, 
but you cannot tell the time of day by it. Between 
the curving line of hotels and the lake is a broad 
avenue with lamps and a double rank of low shade 
trees. The lake front is walled with masonry like a 
pier, and has a railing to keep people from walking 
overboard. All day long the vehicles dash along the 
avenue, and nurses, children, and tourists sit in the 
shade of the trees, or lean on the railing and watch 
the schools of fishes darting about in the clear water 
or gaze out over the lake at the stately border ot 
snow-hooded mountain peaks. Little pleasure- 
steamers, black with people, are coming and going 
all the time ; and everywhere one sees young girls 
and young men paddling about in fanciful row-boats, 
or skimming along by the help of sails when there is 
any wind. The front rooms of the hotels have little 
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railed bakoDiea, where oDe may take hia private 
luncheon in calm cool comfort and look down upon 
this busy and pretty scene and enjoy it without 
having to do any of the work connected with it. 

Most of the people, both male and female, are in 
walking costume, and carry alpenstocks. Evidently 
it is not considered safe to go about in Switzerland, 
even in town, without an alpenstock. If the tourist 
foigets, and comes down to breakfast witliout his 
alpenstock, he goes back and gets it, and stands it 
up in the comer. When his touring in Switzerland 
is finished, he does not throw that broomstick away, 
but lugs it home with him, to the far comers of the 
earth, although this costs him more trouble and 
bother than a baby or a courier could. You see, the 
alpenstock is his trophy; his name is burned upon 
it ; and if he has climbed a hill, or jumped a brook, 
or traversed a brickyard with it, he has the names of 
those places burned upon it, too. Thus it is his 
regimental flag, so to speak, and bears the record of 
his achievements. It is worth three francs when he 
buys it, but a bonanza could not purchase it after his 
great deeds have been inscribed upon it. There are 
artisans all about Switzerland whose trade it is to 
bum these things upon the alpenstock of the tourist. 
And observe, a man is respected in Switzerland 
according to his alpenstock. I found I could get no 
attention there while I carried an unbranded one. 
However, branding is not expensive, so I soon re- 
medied that. The effect upon the next detachment 
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of tourists was very marked. I felt repaid for niy 
trouble- 
Half of the summer horde in Switzerland is made 
up of EDglish people ; the other half ie made up of 
many nation all ties, the Germans leading and the 
Americans coming next. The Americans were not 
SB numerous as I had expected they would be. 

The 7.30 table d^kdte at the great Schweitzerhof 
furnished a mighty array and variety of nationalities, 
but it offered a better opportunity to observe cos- 
tumes than people, for the multitude sat at immensely 
long tables, and therefore the faces were mainly seen 
in perspective ; but the breakfasts were served at 
small round tables, and then if one had the fortune 
to get a table in the midst of the assemblage he 
could have as ipany faces to study as he could desire. 
We used to try to guess out the nationalities, and 
generally succeeded tolerably well. Sometimes we 
tried to guess people's names, but that was a failure ; 
that is a thing which probably requires a good deal 
of practice. We presently dropped it and gave our 
efforts to less difficult particulars. One morning I 
said: — 

' There is an American party.' 
Harris said, — 
' Yes, but name the State.' 

I named one State, Harris named another. We 
agreed upon one thing, however, that the young girl 
with the party was very beautiful, and very tastefully 
dressed. iJut we disagreed as to her age. I said 
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«he was eighteen, Harris said she was tventy. The 
dispute between us waxed warm and I finally said^ 
with a pretence of being in earnest — 

' Well, there is one way to settle the matter — -I 
will go and ask her,' 

Harris said, sarcastically, ' Certainly, that is the 
thing to do. All you need to do is to use the 
common fonnula over here : go and aay, " I'm an 
American I " Of course she will be glad to see you.' 

Then he hinted that perhaps there was no great 
danger of my venturing to speak to her, 

I said, ' I was only talking — I didn't intend to 
approach her, but I see that you do not know what 
an intrepid person I am. I am not afraid of any 
woman that walks. I will go and speak to this 
young girl.' 

The thing I had in my mind was not difficult. 
I meant to address her in the most respectful way 
and ask her to pardon me if her strong resemblance 
to a former acquaintance of mine was deceiving me ; 
and when she should reply that the name I men- 
tioned was not the name she bore, I meant to beg 
pardon again, most respectfully, and retire. There 
would be no harm done. I walked to her table, 
bowed to the gentleman, then turned to her and was 
about to begin my little speech when she ex- 
claimed — 

' I knew I wasn't mistaken — I told John it was 
you ! John said it probably wasn't, but I knew I 
was right, I said yon would recognize me presently 



c,q,t,=cdbvGoogle 



Retniniscences. 239 

and come over ; and I'm glad you did, for I ahouldn't 
have felt much flattered if 70U bad goae out of this 
room without recogiiizing me. Sit down, ait down — 
how odd it is — you are the last person I was ever 
expecting to see again.' 

This was a stupefying surprise. It took my wits 
clear away for an instant. However, we shook hands 
cordially all around, and I sat down. But truly 
this was the tightest place I ever was in. I seemed 
to vaguely remember the girl's face now, but I had 
no idea where I had seen it before, or what name 
belonged with it. I immediately tried to get up a 
diversion about Swiss scenery, to keep her from 
launching into topics that might betray that I did 
not know her, but it was of no use, she went right 
along upon matters which interested her more. 

* dear, what a night that was, when the sea 
washed the forward boats away, — do you remember 
it?' 

' 0, dmCi 1 1 ' said I, — but 1 didn't. I wished 
the ,sea bad washed the rudder and the smoke-stack 
and the captain away, — then I could have located 
this questioner. 

' And don't you remember how frightened poor 
Mary was, and how she cried ? ' 

'Indeed I do I' said I, 'Dear me, how it all 
comes back I ' 

I fervently wished it -wovid come back, — ^but 
my memory was a blank. The wise way would have 
been to firankly own up ; but I could not bring my- 



C,q,t,=cdbvG00g[C 



240 Old Darley. 

self to do that, after the young girl had praised me 
BO for recognizing her ; bo I went on, deeper and 
deeper into the mire, hoping for a chance clue but 
never getting one. The Unrecognizable continued, 
with vivacity, — 

' Do you know, George married Mary, after all ? ' 

< Why, no! Did he?' 

' Indeed he did. He said he did not believe she 
was half as much to blame as her father was, and I 
thought he was right. Didn't you ? ' 

' Of course he was. It was a perfectly plain case. 
I always said so.' 

' Why no you didn't I — at least that summer.' 

' Ob, no, not that summer. No, you are perfectly 
right about that. It was the following wiater that 
I said it.' 

'Well, as it turned out, Mary was not in the 
least to blame, — it was all her father's fault,— at 
least his and old Darley's.' 

It was necessary to say something,— so I said, — 

• I always regarded Darley as a troublesome old 
thing.' 

' So be was, but then they always had a great 
affection for him, although he had so many eccen- 
tricities. You remember that when the weather 
was the least cold, he would try to come into the 
house.' 

I was rather afraid to proceed. Evidently Darley 
was not a man, — he must be some other kind of 
animal, — possibly a dog, maybe an elephant. How- 
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ever, tails axe commoii to all animals, so I ventured 
to say, — 

' And what a tail he had ! ' 

' 0-nsl He had a thousand I ' 

This was bewildering. I did not quite know 
what to say, so I only said, — 

' Yes, he was rather well fixed in the matter of 
tails.' 

* For a negro, and a crazy one at that, I should 
say he was,' said she. 

It was getting pretty sultry for me. I said to 
myself, ' Is it possible she is going to stop there, 
and wait for me to speak ? If she does, the conver- 
sation is blocked. A negro with a thousand tails 
is a topic which a person cannot talk upon fluently 
and instructively without more or less preparation. 
As to diving rashly into such a vast subject, — ' 

But here, to my gratitude, she interrupted my 
thought by saying, — 

' Yes, when it came to tales of hia crazy woes, 
there was simply no end to them if anybody would 
listen. His own quarters were comfortable enough, 
but when the weather was cold, the family were sure 
to have his company,— nothing could keep him out 
of the house. Bat they always bore it kindly be- 
cause be had saved Tom's life, years before. You 
remember l"om ? ' 

* 0, perfectly. Fine fellow he was, too.' 

* Yes he was. And what a pretty little thin^ 
his child was I ' 

VOL. I. B 
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' You may well say that. I never saw a prettier 
child.' 

' I used to delight to pet it and dandle it and 
play with it.' 

* So did i; 

* You named it. What waa that name ? I cant 
call it to mind.' 

It appeared to me that the ice was getting pretty 
thin, here. I would have given something to knov 
what the child's sex was. However, I had the good 
luck to think of a name that would fit either sex, — 
flo I brought it out, — 

' I named it Frances.' 

' From a relative, I suppose ? But you named 
the one that died, too,— one that I never saw. What 
did you call that one ? ' 

I was out of neutral names, but as the child was 
dead and she bad never seen it, I thought I might 
risk a name for it and trust to luck. Therefore I 
said, — 

' I called that one Thomas Henry.' 

She said, musingly, — 

' That is very singular . . . very singular.' 

I sat still and let the cold sweat run down. I 
was in a good deal of trouble, but I believed I could 
worry through if she wouldn't ask me to name any 
more children. I wondered where the lightning 
was going to strike next. She was still ruminating 
over that last child's title, but presently she said, — 
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* I have always been sorry you were aw&y at the 
time, — I would have had .you name my child.' 
' Yo^T child ! Ate you married ?' 
' I have been married thirteen yearB.' 
' Christened, you mean.' 
' No, married. The youth by your side is my 

SOD.' 

' It seema incredible, — even impoasiUe. I do 
not mean any harm by it, but would you mind 
telling me if you are any over eighteen ? — that is 
to say, will you teU me how old you are ? ' 

' I was just nineteen the day of the storm we 
were talking about. That was my hirth-day.' 

That did not help matters much, as I did not 
know the date of the storm. I tried to think of 
some non-committal thing to Bay, to keep up my 
end of the talk and reader my poverty in the matter 
of reminiscences as little notifiable as possible, but 
I seemed to be about out of non-committal things. 
I was about to say, ' You haven't changed a bit since 
then,' — but that was risky. I thought of saying 
' You have improved ever so much since then,' — but 
that wouldn't answer, of course. I was about to try 
a shy at the weather, for a saving change, when the 
girl slipped in ahead of me and said, — 

' How I have enjoyed this talk over those happy 
old times, — haven't you?' 

' I never have spent such a half hour in all my 
life before I ' said I, with emotion ; and I could have 
added, with a near approach to truth, ' and I would 
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rather be scalped than spend another one like it.' 
I was holily grateful to be. through with the ordeal, 
and was about to make my good-byes and get out, 
when the girl said, — 

' But there is one thing that is ever so puzzling 
to me.' 

* Why what is that ? ' 

' That dead child's name. What did you say it 
was?' 

Here was another balmy place to be in : I had 
forgotten the child's name ; I hadn't imagined it 
would be needed again. However, I had to pretend 
to know, anyway, so I said, — 

' Joseph William.' 

The youth at my side corrected me, and said, — 

• No, — Thomas Henry,' 

I thanked him,— in words, — and said, with tre- 
pidation, — 

' yes, — I was thinking of another child that I 
named, — I have named a great many, and I get them 
confiised, — this one was named Henry Thompson, — ' 

' Thomas Henry,' calmly interposed the boy. 

I thanked him again, — strictly in words, — and 
stammered out, — 

'Thomas Henry, — yes, Thomas Henry was the 
poor child's name. I named him for Thomas, — er, — 
Thomas Carlyle, the great author, you know, — and 
Henry — er, — er, Henry Vllf. The parents were 
very giateful to liave a child named Thorn. s Henry.' 
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' That makes it more singular than ever,' mur- 
mured my beautiful friend. 

' Does it ? Why ? ' 

' Because when the parents ppeak of that child 
now, they always call it Susan Amelia.' 

That spiked my gun. 1 could not say anything. 
I was entirely out of verbal obliquities ; to go 
further would be to lie, and that I would not do; so 
I simply sat still and suffered, — sat mutely and 
resignedly there, and sizzled, — for I was being slowly 
fried to death in my own blushes. Presently the 
enemy laughed a happy laugh and said, — 

'I havt enjoyed this talk over old times, but 
you have not. I saw very soon that you were only 
pretending to know me, and so as I had wasted a 
compliment on you in the beginning, I made up my 
mind to punish you. And I have succeeded pretty 
well. I was glad to see that you knew George and 
Tom and Darley, for I had never heard of them 
before and therefore could not be sure that you had ; 
and I was glad to learn the names of those imagi- 
nary children, too. One can get quite a fund of 
information out of you if one goes at it cleverly. 
Mary and the storm, and the sweeping away of the 
forward boats, were facts — all the rest was fiction. 

Mary was my sister ; her full name was Mary . 

JVow do you remember me ? ' 

' Yes,' I said, ' I do remember you now ; and 
you are as hard-hearted as you were thirteen years 
ago in that ^sbip, else you wouldn't have punished 
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me so. You haven't changed your nature nor your 
perEOD, in any way at all; you look just as young 
as you did then, you are just as beautiful as you were 
then, and you have transmitted a deal of your 
comeliness to this fine boy. There, — if that speech 
moves you any, let's fly the flag of truce, with the 
understanding that I am conquered and confess it.' 

All of which was agreed to and accomplished, on 
the spot. When I went back to Harris, I said, — 

' Now you see what a person with talent and 
address can do.' . 

'Excuse me, I see what a person of colossal 
ignorance and simplicity can do. The idea of your 
going and intruding on a party of strangers, that 
way, and talking for half an hour ; why I never 
heard of a man in his right mind doing such a thing 
before . What did you say to them ? ' 

' I never said any harm. I merely asked the 
girl what her name was.' 

' I don't doubt it. Upon my word I don't. I 
think you were capable of it. It was stupid in me 
to let you go over there and make such an exhibition 
of yourself. But you know I couldn't really believe 
you wotild do such an inexcusable thing. What 
will those people think of us ? But how did you say 
it ? — I mean the manner of it. I hope you were not 
abrupt.' 

' No, I was careful about that. I said ' My friend 
and I would like to buow what your name is, if you 
don't mind.'" 
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'No, tbat was not abrupt. There is a polish 
about it that does you infinite credit. And I am 
glad you put me in ; that was a delicate attention 
which I appreciate at its full value. What did she 
do?' 

'She didn't do anything in particular. She told 
me her name," 

• Simply told you her name. Do you mean to 
say she did not bHow any Eurprise ? ' 

' Well, now I come to think, she did show some- 
thing; may be it was surprise ; I hadn't thought of 
that, — I took it for gratification.' 

' 0, undoubtedly you were right ; it must have 
been gratification ; it could not be otherwise than 
gratifying to be assaulted by a stranger witli eucb 
a question as that. Then what did you do ? ' 

* I ofiered my hand and the party gave me a 
shake.' 

' I saw it i I did not believe my own eyes, at 
the time. Did the gentleman say anything about 
cutting ynur throat ? ' 

' No, they all seemed glad to see me, as far as I 
could judge.' 

' And do you know, I believe tliey were. I think 
they said to themselves, " Doubtless this curiosity 
has got away from his keeper — let us amuse our- 
selves with him." There is no other way of account- 
ing for their &cile docility. You sat down. Did 
they oa/j you to sit down ? ' 

' No, they did not ask me, but I supposed they 
did not think of it.' 
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' You have an unerring instinct. What else 
did jou do ? What did you talk about ? ' 

' Well, I asked the girl how old she was ? ' 

' tWoubtedly. Your delicacy is beyond jtraise. 
Go on, go on, — don't mind my apparent misery,— 
I always look so when I am steeped in a profound 
and reverent joy. Go on, — she told you her age ? ' 

' Yea, she told me her age, and all about her 
mother, and her grandmother, and her other rela- 
tions, and all about herself.' 

' Did she volunteer these stjitistics ? ' 

' No, not exactly that. I aiiked the questions and 
she answered them.' 

' This is divine. Go on, — it is not possible that 
you forgot to inquire into her politics ? ' 

' No, I thought of that. She is a democrat, her 
husband is a republican, and both of them are 
Baptists.' 

* Her husband ? Is that child married ? ' 

' She is not a child. She is married, and that is 
her husband who is there with her.' 

' Has she any children ? ' 

' Yes, — seven and a half.' 

' That is impossible.' 

' No, she has them. She told me herself.' 

' Well, but seven and a halj. How do you make 
out the half ? Where does the half come in ? ' 

' That is a child which she had by another 
husband, — not this one but another one, — so it is a 
step-child, and they do not count it full measure.' 
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'Another husband? Has she had another bus- 
band?' 

' Yes, four. This one is number four.' 

' I do not believe a word of it. It is impossible 
upon its face. Is that boy there her brother ? ' 

' No, that is her son. He is her youngest. He 
is not as old as be looks ; he is only eleven and a 
half.' 

' These things are all manifestly impossible. This 
is a wretched business. It is a plain case: tbey 
simply took your measure, and concluded to fill you 
up. They seem to have succeeded. I am glad I am 
nob in the mess ; tbey may at least be charitable 
enough to think there ain't a pair of us. Are they 
going to stay here long?' 

' No, tbey leave before noon.' 

' There is one man who is deeply grateful for that. 
How did you find out? You asked, I suppose?' 

* Ko, along at first I inquired into their plans 
in a general way, and they said they were going to be 
here a week, and make trips round about; but 
toward the end of the interview, when I said you 
and I would tour around with them with pleasure, 
and offered to bring you over and introduce you, 
they hesitated a little, and asked if you were from 
the same establishment that I was. I said you were, 
and then they said they had changed their mind and 
considered it necessary to start at once and visit a 
sick relative in Siberia.' 

*Ab me, yon struck the summit I You struck 
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the loftiest altitude of stupidity that human eEfort 
has ever reached. You shall have a monumeDt of 
jackass's skulls as high as the Strasburg spire if 
you die before I do. They wanted to know if I was 
from the same " establishment " that you hail irom, 
did they ? What did they mean by " establish- 
ment?"' 

' I don't know ; it never occurred to me to ask.' 

' Well, / know. They meant an asylum — an idto( 
asylum, do yon understand? So they do think 
there's a pair of us, after all. Now what do you 
think of yourself?' 

* Well, I don't know. I didn't know I was doing 
any harm ; I didn't •mtati to do any harm. They 
were very nice people, and they seemed to like me. 

Harris made some rude remarks and left for his 
bedroom, — to break some furniture, he said. He 
was a singularly irrascible man; any little thing 
would disturb his temper. 

I had been well scorched by the young woman, 
but no matter, I look it out of Harris. One should 
always ' get even ' in some way, else the sore place 
will go on hurting. 
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The Hof kirche is celebrated for its organ concerts. 
All summer long the tourists flock to that church 
about six o'clock in the evenirg, and pay their franc, 
and liste i to the noise. Tliey don't stay to hear all 
of it, but get up and tramp out o\"er the souudiug 
stone floor, meeting late comers who tramp in in a 
sounding and vigorous way. This tramping back 
and forth is kept up nearly all the time, and is 
accented by the continuous slamming of the door, 
and the coughing and barking and sneezing of the 
crowd. Meantime the big organ is booming and 
crashing and thundering away, doing its best to 
prove that it is th^ biggest and loudest oi^^ in 
Europe, and that a tight little box of a church is 
the most favourable place to average and appreciate 
its powers in. It ia true there were some soft and 
merciful passages occasionally, but the tramp-tramp 
of the tourists only allowed one to get fitful glimpses 
of them, so to speak. Then right away the organist 
would let go another avalanche. 

The commerce of Lucerne consists mainly in 
gimcraokery of the souvenir sort; the shops are 
packed with Alpine crystals, photographs of scenery. 
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and wooden and ivory carvings, I will not conceal 
the fact that miniature figures of the Lion of Lucerne 
are to he had in them. Millions of them. But 
they are lihels upon him, every one of them. There 
is a subtle something about the majestic pathos of 
the original which the copyist cannot get. Even 
the sun fails to get it ; both the photographer and 
the carver give you a dying lion, and that is all. 
The shape is right, the attitude is right, the propor- 
tions are right, but that indescribable something 
which makes the Lion of Lucerne the most mournful 
and moving piece of stone in the world, is wanting. 

The Lion lies in his lair in the perpendicular 
face of a low cliff, — for he is carved from the living 
rock of the cliET. His size is colossal, his attitude 
is noble. His head is bowed, the broken spear is 
sticking in his shoulder, his protecting paw rests 
upon the lilies of France. Vines hang down the 
cliff and wave in the wind, and a clear stream trickles 
from above and empties into a pond at the base, 
and in the smooth surface of the pond the lion is 
mirrored, among the water lilies. 

Around about are green trees and grass. The 
place is a sheltered, reposeful, woodland nook, re- 
mote irom noise and stir and confusion, — and all 
this is fitting, for lions do die in such places, and not 
on granite pedestals in public squares fenced with 
fancy iron railings. The Lion of Lucerne would be 
impressive anywhere, but nowhere so impressive as 
where he is. 
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Martyrdom is the luckiest fate that can befall 
some people. Louis XVf. did not die in his bed, 
consequently history is very gentle with him ; she is 
charitable toward his failings, and she finds in him 
high virtues which are not usually considered to be 
virtues when they are lodged in Icings. She makes 
him out to be a person with a meek and modest 
spirit, the heart of a female saint, and a wrong head. 
None of these qualities are kingly but the last. 
Taken together tbey make a character which would 
have fered harshly at the hands of history if its 
owner had had the ill luck to miss mai-tyrdom. 
With the best intentions to do the right thing, he 
always managed to do the wrong one. Moreover, 
nothing could get the female saint out of him. He 
knew, well enough, that in national emergencies he 
must not consider how he ought to act as a man, 
but how he ought to act as a king ; so he honestly 
tried to sink the man and be the king, — but it was 
a failure, he only succeeded in being the female 
saint. He was not instant in season, but out of 
season. He could not be persuaded tp do a thing 
while it could do any good, — he was iron, he was 
adamant in his stubbornness then, — but as soon as 
the thing had reached a point where it would be 
positively harmful to do it, do it be would, and 
nothing could stop him. He did not do it because 
it would be harmful, but because he hoped it was 
not yet too late to achieve by it the good which it 
would have done if applied earlier. His compre- 
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beiuioa was always a train or two behiDdhand. If 
a national toe required amputating, he could not see 
tliat it needed anything more than poulticing ; whm 
others saw that the mortlflcation had reached the 
knee, he first perceived that the toe needed cutting 
oflP, — so he cut it off ; and he severed the leg at the 
knee when others saw that the disease had reached 
the thigh. He vas good, and honest, and well mean- 
ing, in the matter of chasing national diseases, hut 
be never could overtake one. As a private man, he 
would have been lovable ; but viewed as a king he 
was strictly contemptible. 

His was a most unroyal career, but Uie moat 
pitiable spectacle in it was his sentimental treachery 
to his Swiss guard on that memorable August 10, 
when he allowed those heroes to be massacred in his 
cause, and forbade them to shed the * sacred French 
"blood' purporting to be Sowing in the veins of the 
red-capped mob of miscreants that vras raging 
around the palace. He meant to be kingly, but lie 
was only the female saint once more. Some of his 
biographers think that upon this occaaimi the spirit 
of Saint Louis had descended upon bim. It must 
have found pretty cramped quarten. If Napoleon I. 
had stood in the shoes of Louis XVI. that day, in- 
stead of being merely a casual and unknown looker- 
on, therewould be no Lion of Lucerne now, but there 
would be a well stocked Communist graveyard in 
Paris, which would answer just as well to remember 
August 10 by. 
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Martyrdom made a saint of Marie Queen of Scots 
three hundred years ago, and she has hardly lost all 
of her saintehip yet. Martyrdom made a saint of 
the trivial and foolish Marie Antoinette, and her 
biographers still keep her fragrant with the odour of 
Banotity to this day, while unconsciously proving 
upon almost every page they write that the only 
calauiitous instinct which her husband lacked, she 
supplied, — the instinct to root out and get rid of an 
honest, able, and loyal official, wherevei- she found 
him. The hideous but beneficent French Eevolution 
would have been deferred, or would have fallen Bhort 
of completeness, or even might not have happened at 
all, if Marie Antoinette had made the unwise mistake 
of not being bom. The world owes a great deal to the 
French Revolution, and consequently to its two chief 
promoters, Louis the Poor in Spirit and hie queen. 

We did not buy any wooden images of the Lion, 
nor any ivory, or ebony, or marble, or chalk, . or 
sugar, or chocolate ones, or even any photographic 
slanders of him. The truth is, these copies were so 
common, so universal, in the shops and everywhere, 
that they presently became aa intolerable to the 
wearied eye as the latest popular melody usually 
becomes to the harassed ear. In Lucerne, too, the 
wood carvings of other sorts, which bad been so 
pleasant to look upon when one saw them occa- 
sionally-at home, soon began to fatigue us. We 
grew very tired of seeing wooden quails and chickens 
picking and strutting around clock-faces, and still 
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more tired of seeing wooden images of the alleged 
chamois skipping about wooden rocks, or lying upon 
them in family groups, or peering alertly up from 
behind them. The first day, I would have bought a 
hundred and fifty of these clocks if I had had the 
money, — and I did buy three, — but on the third day 
the disease bad run its course, I had convalesced, 
and was in the market once more, — trying to sell. 
However, I had no luck ; which was just as well, for 
the things will be pretty enough, no doubt, wheu I 
get them home. 

For years my pet aversion had been the cuckoo 
clock ; now here I was, at last, right in the creature's 
home ; so wherever I went, that distressing ' ^oTioo I 
Aoo'hoo 1 Aoo'hoo I ' was always in my ears. For a 
nervous man, this was a fine state of things. Some 
sounds are batefulier than others, but no sound is 
quite so inane, and silly, and aggravating as the 
' hoo^hoo ' of a cuckoo clock, I think. I bought one, 
and am carrying it home to a certain person ; for I 
have always said that if the opportunity ever hap- 
pened, I would do that man an ill turn. What I 
meant, was, that I would break one of his legs, or 
something of that sort : but in Lucerne I instantly 
saw that I could impair his mind. That would be 
more lasting, and more satisfactory every way. So 
I bought the cuckoo clock ; and if I ever get home 
with it, he is ' my meat,' && they say in the mines. 
I thought of another candidate, — a book reviewer, 
whom I could name if I wanted to, — but after think- 
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ing it over, I didn't buy him a clock. I couldn't in- 
jure his mind. 

We visited the two long covered wooden bridges 
which span the green and brilliant ReuBB just below 
where it goes plunging and hurrahing out of the 
lake. These rambling, swaybacked tunnels are very 
attractive things, with their alcoved outlooks upon 
the lovely and inspiriting water. They contain two 
or three hundred queer old pictures, by old Swiss 
masters — old boss sign painters, who flourished be- 
fore the decadence of art. 

The lake is alive with fishes, plainly visible to 
the eye, for the water is very clear. The parapets 
in front of the hotels were usually &inged with 
fishere of all ages. One day I thought I would stop 
and see a fish caught. The result brought back to 
my mind, very forcibly, a circumstance which I had 
not thought of before for twelve years. This one : 

THE HAN -WHO PUT UP AT OASSBT'S. 
When my odd friend Riley and I were newspaper 
correspondents in Washington, m the winter of '67, 
we were coming down Pennsylvania Avenue one 
night, near midnight, in a driving storm of snow, 
when the flash of a street lamp fell upon a man who 
was eagerly tearing along in the opposite direction. 
This man instantly stopped, and exclaimed — 

* This is lucky I You are Mr. Riley, ain't you ? ' 

Riley wae tJie most self-possessed and solemnly 

deliberate person in the republic. He stopped, 
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looked his man over from head to foot, and finally 
said — 

' I am Mr. Kiley. Did you happen to be looking 
for me ? ' 

'That's just what I was doing,' said the man 
j oyously, ' and it's the biggest luck in the world that 
Fve found you. My name is Lytins. I'm one of 
the teachers of the High School, San Francisco. As 
soon as I heard the San Francisco postmastersbip 
was vacant I made up my mind to get it — and here 
I am.' 

' Yes,' said Hiley, slowly, ' as you have remarked 
.'. . . Mr. Lykins .... here you are. And have 
you got it ? ' 

' Well, not exactly got it, but the next thing to 
it. I've brought a petition, signed by the Superin- 
tendent of Public Instniction and all the teachers, 
and by more than two hundred other people. Now 
I want you, if you'll be so good, to go around with 
me to the Pacific delegation ; for I want to rush this 
thing through and get along home.' 

* If the matter is so pressing, you will prefer that 
we visit the delegation to-night,' said Riley, in a 
voice which had nothing mocking in it — to an unac- 
customed ear. 

' Oh, to-night, by all means ! I haven't got any 
time to fool around. I want their promise before I 
go to bed — I ain't the talking kind, I'm the dm/tif) 
kind!' 

' Yes .... you've come to the right place for 
that. When did you arrive ? ' 
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* Just an hour ago.' 

' When are you intending to leave 'i ' 

' For New York to-morrow evening — for San 
Francisco next morning.' 

'Just so. . . . What are you going to do to- 
morrow ? ' 

' Bo ! Why, I've got to go to the President with 
the petition and the delegation, and get the ap- 
pointment, haven't I ? ' 

'Yea .... very true .... that is correct. 
And then what?' 

' Executive Session of the Senate at 2 p.m. — got 
to get the appointment confirmed — I reckon you'U 
grant that ? ' 

' Yes .... yes,' said Eiley, meditatively, * you 
are right again. Then you talfe the train for New 
York in the evening and the steamer for San 
Francisco next morning ? ' 

'That's it — that's the way I map it out.' 

Hiley considered a while, and then said,' — 

' You couldnt stay .... a day .... well, say 
two days longer ? ' 

* Bless yout soul, no ! It's not my style. I ain't 
a man to go fooling around — I'm a man that doea 
things, I tell you.' 

The storm was raging, the thick snow blowing in 
gusts. Riley stood silent, apparently deep in a 
reverie, during a minute or more, then he looked up 
and said, — 

'Have you ever heard about that man who 
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put up at Gadsbj'a once ? . . . . But I see jou 
haven't.' 

He backed Mr. Lykins against an iron fence, 
buttonholed him, fiistened him with his eye, like the 
ancient mariner, and proceeded to unfold his narrative 
as placidly and peacefully as if we were all stretched 
comfortably in a blossomy summer meadow, instead of 
being persecuted by a wintry midnight tempest : — 

' I will tell you about that man. It waa in 
Jackson'B time. Gadsby's waa the principal hotel 
then. Well, this man arrived from Tennessee about 
nine o'clock one morning, with a black coachman 
And a splendid four-horse carriage and an el^ant 
dog, which he was evidently fond and proud of ; he 
drove up before Gadsby's, and the clerk and the 
landlord and everybody rushed out to take charge of 
him; but he said "Never mind," and jumped out 
and told the coachman to wait — said he hadn't tine 
to take anything to eat, he only had a little claim 
against the Crovernment to collect, would run across 
the way to the Treasury and fetch the money, and 
then get right along back to Tennessee, for he was 
in a considerable hurry. 

* Well, about eleven o'clock that night he came 
back and ordered a bed and told them to put the 
horseB up — said he would collect the claim in the 
morning. This was in January, you understand — 
January 1834 — January 3 — Wednesday. 

'Well, on Februarys he sold the fine carriage 
and bonght a cheap second-hand one — said it would 
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answer just as well to take the money home in, and 
lie didn't care for style. 

* On August 11 he sold a pair of the fine hora^ — 
said he'd often thought a pair was better than four to 
go over the rough mountain roads with where a body 
had to be careful about his driving — and there wasn't 
so much of his claim but he could lug the money 
home with a pair easy enough. 

*0n December 13 he sold another horse — said 
two warn't necessary to drag that old light vehicle 
with — in fact, one could snatch it along faster than 
was absolutely necessary, now that it was good solid 
winter weather, and the roads in splendid condition. 

' On February 17, 1835, he sold the old carriage 
and bought a cheap second-hand buggy — said a 
buggy was just the trick to skim along mushy, 
slushy early spring roads with, and he had always 
wanted to try a buggy on those mountain roads, 
anyway. 

' On August 1 he sold the buggy and bought the 
remains of an old sulky — said he just wanted to see 
those green Tennesseeans stare and gawk when they 
saw him come a-ripping along in a sulky — didn't 
believe they'd ever heard of a sulky in their lives. 

' Well, on August 29 he sold his coloured eoach- 
man-^-aaid he didn't need a coachman for a sulky— 
wouldn't be room enough for two in it anyway — and 
besides it wasn't every day that Providence sent a 
man a fool who was willing to pay nine hundred 
dollars for such a third-rate negro as that — been 



C,q,t,=cdbvG00g[C 



262 Sold Out. 

wanting to get rid of the creature for years, but 
didn't like to throw him away. 

'Eighteen months later — tliat is to say, on 
February 15, 1837 — he sold the sulky and bougbt 
a saddle — said horseback riding was what the doc- 
tor had always recommended him to take, and 
dog'd if he wanted to risk kia neck going over those 
mountain roads on wheels in the dead of winter, not 
if he knew himself. 

' On April 9 he sold the saddle — said he wasn't 
going to risk his life with any perishable saddle-girth 
that ever was made, over a rainy, miry April road, 
while he could ride bareback and know and feel he 
was safe— always had despised to ride on a saddle, 
anyway. 

' On April 24 he sold his horse — said, " I'm just 
57 to-day, hale and hearty— it would he a. •pretty 
howdy-do for rae to he wasting such a trip as that 
and such weather as this on a horse, when there 
ain't anything in the world so splendid as a tramp 
on foot through the fresh spring woods and over the 
cheery mountains, to a man that is a man— and I 
can make my dog carry my claim in a little bundle 
anyway, when it's collected. So to-moiTow I'll be up 
bright and early, make my little old collection, and 
mosey off to Tennessee, on my own hind legs, with a 
rousing Good-bye to Gadsby's." 

' On June 22 he sold his dog — said " Dern a dog, 
anyway, where you're just starting oflf on a rattling 
buUy pleasure-tramp through the summer woods 
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and hills — perfect nuisance — chaaes the eqairrels, 
Ijarks at everything, goes a-capering and splattering 
around in the fords — man can't get any chance to 
reflect and enjoy nature — and I'd a hlamed sight 
rather carry the claim mysalf, it's a mighty sight 
safer ; a dog's mighty uncertain in a financial way 
— always noticed it — well, ^ood-bye, boys — last call, 
— Fm off for Temiesaee, with a good leg and a gay 
heart, early in the morning ! " ' 

There was a pause and a silence — except the 
noise of the wind and the pelting snow. Mr. Lyldns 
said, impatiently, — 

'WeU?' 

Riley said, — 

'Well — that was thirty years ago.' 

' Very well, very well — what of it ? ' 

' I'm great friends with that old patriarch. He 
comes every evening to tell me good-bye. I saw him 
an hour ago — he's off for Tennessee early to-morrow 
morning — as usual ; said he calculated to get his 
claim through and be off before night-owls like me 
have turned out of bed. The tears were in his eyes, 
he was so glad he was going to see his old Tennessee 
and his friends once more.' 

Another silent pause. The stranger broke it, — ■ 

'Is that all?' 

' That is all.' 

* WeU, for the tvme of night, and the Umd of 
night, it seems to me the story was full long enough. 
But what's it all for ? ' 
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' Oh, nothing in particular.' 

'Well, where'a the point of it?' 

' Oh, there isn't anj particular point to it. Only, 
if you are not in too much of a hurry to rush off to 
San Francisco with that poat-office appointment, 
Mr. Lykins, I'd adviee you to " J3U( «.p aX Oadaby^a " 
for a spell, and take it easy. Good-bye. God bless 
you I' 

So saying, Riley blandly turned on Ms heel and 
left the astonished school teacher standiog there, a 
musing and motionless snow image shiniog in the 
broad glow of the street lamp. 

He never got that post-o£Gce. 

To go back to Lucerne and its fishers, I concluded, 
after about nine hours' waiting, that the man who 
proposes to tarry till he sees somebody hook one of 
those well-fed and experienced fishes will find it 
wisdom to ' put up at Gadsby's ' and take it eaay. It 
is likely that a fish has not been caught on that lake 
pier for forty years ; but no matter, the patient fisher 
watches his cork there all the day long just the 
same, and seems to enjoy it. One may see the fisher- 
loafers just as thick and contented and happy and 
patient all along the Seine at Paria, but tradition 
says that the only thing ever caught there in modem 
times is a thing they don't fish for at all — the re- 
cent dog and the translated cat. 
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Close by the Lion of Lucerne is what they call the 
' Glacier Garden,' and it is the only one in the 
world. It is on high ground. Four or five years 
ago some workmen who were digging foundations for 
a house came upon this interesting relic of a lon^ 
departed age. Scientific men perceived in it a con- 
firmation of their theories concerning the glacial 
period ; bo through their persuasions the little tract 
of ground was bought, and permanently protected 
against being built upon. The soil was removed, 
and there lay the rasped and guttered track which 
the ancient glacier had made as it moved along upon 
its slow and tedious journey. This track was per- 
forated by huge pot-shaped holes in the bed-rock, 
formed by the furious washing around in them of 
boulders by the turbulent torrent which Sows beneath 
all glaciers. These huge round boulders still remain 
in the holes ; they and the walls of the holes are 
worn smooth by the long-continued chafing which 
they gave each other in those old days. It took a 
mighty force to chum these big lumps of stone 
around in that vigorous way. The neighbouring 
country had a very different shape at that time — the 
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valleys have risen up and become hills since, and the 
hills have become valleys. The boulders discovered 
in the pots had travelled a great distance, for there 
is no rock like them nearer than the distant Rhone 
Glacier. 

For some days we were content to enjoy looking^ 
at the blue Lake Lucerne, and at the piled-up masses 
of snow mouutaina that border it all round : an en- 
ticing spectacle this last, for there is a strange and 
fascinating beauty and charm about a majestic snow 
peak, with the sun blazing upon it or the moonlight 
softly enriching it; but finally we concluded to 
try a bit of excursioning around on a steamboat, and 
a dash on foot at the Bigi. Very well, we had a 
delightful trip to Fluelen, on a breezy sunny day. 
Everybody sat on the upper deck, on benches, under 
an awning ; everybody talked, laughed, and ex- 
claimed at the wonderful scenery. In truth, a trip 
on that lake is almost the perfection of pleasuring. 
The mountains were a never-ceasing marveL Some- 
times they rose straight up out of the lake, and 
towered aloft and overshadowed our pigmy steamer 
with their prodigious bulk in the most impressive 
way. Not snow-clad mountains these, yet they 
climbed high enough towards the sky to meet the 
clouds and veil their foreheads in them. They were 
not barren and repulsive, but clothed in green, and 
restful and pleasant to the eye ; and they were so 
almost straight-up-and-down sometimes that one 
could not imagine a man being able to keep his 
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footing upon such a surface, yet there are paths, and 
the Swiss people go up and down them every day. 

Sometimes one of these monster precipices had 
the slight inclination of the huge ship-houses in dock- 
yards ; then high aloft towards the sky it took a 
little stronger inclination, like that of a mansard 
roof, and perched on this dizzy mansard one's eye 
detected little things like martin-boxes, and pre- 
sently perceived that these were the dwellings of 
peasants — an airy place for a home, truly. And sup- 
pose a peasant should walk in his sleep, or his child 
should fall out of the front yard ? The friends 
would have a tedious long journey out of those 
cloud-heights before they found the remains. And 
yet those far-away homes looked ever so seductive ; 
they were so remote from the troubled world, they 
dozed in such an atmosphere of peace and dreams — 
surely no one who had learned to live up there would 
ever want to live on a meaner level. 

We swept through the prettiest little ciwving 
arms of the lake, among these colossal green walls, 
enjoying new delights always as the stately panorama 
unfolded itself before ua and re-rolled and hid itself 
behind us ; and now and then we had the thrilling 
surprise of bursting suddenly upon a tremendous 
white mass like the distant and dominating Jung- 
frau, or some kindred giant, looming head and 
shoulders above a tumbled waste of lesser Alps. 

Once while I was hungrily taking in one of these 
surprises, and doing my best to get all I possibly 
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could of it while it should last, I was interrupted 
by a young and care-free voice — 

* You're an American, I think ? So'm I.' 
He was almut eighteen, or possibly nineteen ; 
slender, and of medium height ; open, frank, happy 
face ; a restless but independent eye ; a snub nose, 
which had the air of drawing back with a decent re- 
serve from the silky new-bom moustache below it 
untU it should be introduced ; a looaely-hung jaw, 
calculated to work easily in the sockets. He wore a 
low-crowned, narrow-brimmed straw hat, with abroad 
blue ribbon around it, which had a white anchor 
embroidered on it in front ; nobby short-tailed coat, 
pantaloons, vest — all trim and neat, and up with the 
iashion ; red-striped stockings, very low-^juarter patent 
leather shoes, tied with black ribbon ; blue ribbon 
around his neck, wide-open collar ; tiny diamond 
studs, wrinkleless kids, projecting cuffs fastened with 
large oxydised silver sleeve-buttons bearing the de- 
vice of a dog's face — Engb'sh pug. He carried a slim 
cane, surmounted with an English pug's head with 
red glass eyes. Under his arm he carried a German 
Grammar, Otto's. His hair was short, straight, and 
smooth ; and presently, when he turned his head a 
moment, I saw that it was nicely parted behind. He 
took a cigarette out of a dainty box, stuck it into a 
meerschaum holder which he carried in a morocco 
case, and reached for my cigar. While he was light- 
ing, I said — 

'Yes, I am an American.' 
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* I knew it. I can always tell them. What abip 
did you come over in ? ' 

' "Holaatia." ' 

'We came in the "Batavia" — Cunard, you know. 
What kind of a passage did you have V 
' Tolerably rough.' 

* So did we. Captain said he'd hardly ever seen 
it rougher. Where are you from ? ' 

' New England.' 

* So'm I. I'm from New Bloomfield. Anybody 
with you ? ' 

' Yee, a friend.' 

' Our whole &mily's along. It's awful slow going 
round alone, don't you think so ? ' 

'Bather slow.' 

' Ever been over here before ? ' 

'Yes.' 

'I haven't. My first trip. But we've been 
all around — Paris, and everywhere. I'm to enter 
Harvard next year. Studying G-erman all the time 
now. Can't enter till I know G-erman. I know 
considerable French. I get along pretty well in 
Paris, or anywhere where they speak French, What 
hotel are you stopping at ? ' 

' Schweitzerhof.' 

' No I Is that so ? I never see you in the re- 
ception room. I go to the reception room a great 
deal of the time, because there's so many Americans 
there. I make lots of acquaintances. I know an 
American as soon as I see him, and so I speak to 
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him and make his acquaintance. I like to be always 
making acquaintances, don't you t ' 

' Lord, yes ! ' 

' You see it breaks up a trip like this, first rate. 
I never get bored on a trip like this, if I can make 
acquaintances and have somebody to talk to. But I 
think a trip like this would be an awful bore if a 
body couldn't find anybody to get acquainted with 
and talk to on a trip like this. I'm fond of talking, 
ain't you ? ' 



' Have you felt bored on this trip ? ' 

* Not all the time, but part of it.' 

' That's it — you see you ought to go around and 
get acquainted, and talk. That's my way. That's 
the way I always do — I just go 'round, 'round, 
'round, and talk, talk, talk — I never get bored. 
You been up the Rigi yet ? ' 

'No.' 

' Going P ' 

' I think so.' 

' What hotel yon going to stop at ? ' 

' I don't know. Is there more than one ? ' 

' Three. You stop at the Schreiber — you'll find 
it full of Americans. What ship did you say you 
came over in ? ' 

' " City of Antwerp." ' 

' German, I guess. You going to Geneva? ' 

'Yes.' 

* What hotel you going to stop at ? ' 
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' Hotel de I'Ecu de Geneve.' 

' Don't you do it I No Americans there ! You 
atop at one of those big hotels over the bridge — 
they're packed full of AmericanB.' 

' But I want to practice my Arabic' 

'Good gracious, do you speak Arabic?' 

' Yes — well enough to get along.' 

' Why, hang it, you won't get along in Geneva — 
th^y don't speak Arabic, they speak P'rench. What 
hotel are you stopping at here ? ' 

' Hotel Pension-Beaurivage.' 

' Sho, you ought to stop at the Schweitzerhof. 
Didn't you know the Schweitzerhof was the best 
hotel in Switzerland ? Look at your Baedecker.' 

' Yes, I know — but I had an idea there wam't 
any Americans there.' 

' No Americans I Why, bless your soul, it's just 
alive with them ! I'm in the great reception room 
most all the time. I make lots of acquaintances 
there. Not as many as I did at first, because now 
only the new ones stop in there — the others go right 
along through. Where are you from ? ' 

' Arkansaw.' 

' Is that so 7 I'm from New England — New 
Bloomfield's my town when I'm at home. I'm 
having a mighty good time to-day, ain't you ? ' 

' Divine.' 

' That'd what I call it. I like this knocking 
around, loose and easy, and making ac(^uaintances 
and talking. I know an American sooa as I see 
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liim ; so I go and speak to him and make his ac- 
quaintance. I ain't ever bored on a trip like this if 
I can make new acquaintances and talk. I'm awful 
fond of talking when I can get hold of the right 
kind of a person, ain't you P ' 

' I prefer it to any other dissipation.' 
' That's my notion, too. Now some people like 
to take a book and sit down and read, and read, 
and read, or moon aroimd yawping at the lake or 
these mountains and things, but that ain't my way ; 
no, sir, if they like it, let 'em do it, I don't object ; 
but as for me, talking's what / like. You been up 
the Rigi ? ' 
' Yes.' 

* What hotel did you stop at ? ' 
' Schreiber.' 

' That's the place 1 — I stopped there too. FvJO, 
of Americans, wasnH it? It always is — always is. 
That's what they say. Everybody says that. What 
ship did you come over in ? ' 

• " Ville de Paris." ' 

' French, I reckon. What kind of a passage 
did .... Excuse me a minute, there's some 
Americans I haven't seen before.' 

And away he went. He went uninjured too. I 
had the murderous impulse to harpoon him in the 
back with my alpenstock, but as I raised the weapon 
the disposition left me ; I found I hadn't the heart 
to kill him, he was such a joyous, innocent, good- 
natured numskulL 
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Half an hour later I was sitting on a bench in- 
specting, with strong interest, a noble monolith 
which we were skimming by — a monolith not shaped 
by man, but by Nature's free, great hand — a massy 
pyramidal rock eighty feet high, devised by Nature 
. ten million years ago against the day when a man 
worthy of it should need it for his monument. The 
time came at last, and now this grand remembrancer 
bears Schiller's name in huge letters upon its fece. 
Curiously enough, this rock was not degraded or 
defiled in any way. It is said that two years ago a 
stranger let himself down from the top of it with 
ropes and pulleys, and painted all over it, in blue 
letters bigger than those in Schiller's name, these 
words ;-^ 

* Tkt Sozodont ; ' 

*BnT ScH SioTB Polish;' 

' Helubold's Bdchc;' 

' Tri Benzaunb fob the Blood.' 

He was captured, and it turned out that he was an 
American. Upon his trial the judge said to him : — 
' You are from a land where any insolent that 
wants to is privileged to profane and insult Nature, 
and, through her, Nature's God, if by so doing he 
can put a sordid penny in his pocket. But here the 
case is different. Because you are a foreigner and 
ignorant, I will make your sentence light ; if you 
were a- native I would deal strenuously with you. 
Hear and obey. You will immediately remove every 
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trace of your offensive work firom Uie Schiller 
moDumeDt ; you will pay a fine of ten thousand 
francs ; jou will suffer two years' imprisonment at 
hard labour ; you will then be horsewhipped, tarred 
and feathered, deprived of your ears, ridden on a rail 
to the confines of the canton, and banished for ever. 
The severe penalties are omitted in your case — not 
as a grace to you, but to that great republic which 
had the misfortune to give you birth.' 

The steamer's benches were ranged back to hack 
across the deck. My back hair was mingHng inno- 
cently with the back hair of a couple of ladies. 
Presently they were addressed by someone and I 
overheard this conversation : — 

' You are Americans, I think ? So'm I.' 

' Yes — we are Americans.' 

' I knew it — I can always tell them. What ship 
did you come over in ? ' 

' " City of Chester." ' 

* Oh, yes — Inman line. We came in the " Ba- 
tavia" — Cunard, you know. What kind of a passage 
did you have ? ' 

' Pretty fair.' 

'That was luck. We had it awful rough. 
Captain said he'd hardly ever seen it rougher. 
Where axe you from ? ' 

' New Jersey.' 

'So'm I. No — I didn't mean that: Fm from 
New England. New Bloomfield's my place. These 
your children ? — belong to both of you ? ' 
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* Only to one of us ; tfaey are mine ; my friend is 
not married.' 

' Single, I reckon ? So'm I. Are you two ladies 
travelling alone ? ' 

' No — my husband is with us.' 

' Our whole family's along. It's awful slow, 
going around alone — don't you think so ? ' 

'I suppose it must be.' 

'Hi, there's Mount Filatus coming in sight 
again. Named after Pontius Pilate, you know, that 
shot the apple ofT of William Tell's head. G-uide- 
book tells all about it, they say. I didn't read it — 
an American told me. I don't read when I'm knock- 
ing around like this, having a good time. Did you 
ever eee the chapel where William Tell used to 
preach?' 

* I do not know he ever pteanhed there.' 

' Oh, yes, he did. That American told me so. 
He don't ever shut up his guide-book. He knows 
more about this lake than the fishes in it. Besides, 
they caZi it "Tell's Chapel" — ^you know that your- 
self. You ever been over here before ? ' 

' Yes.' 

' I haven't. It's my first trip. But we've been 
all around — Paris, and everywhere. I'm to enter 
Harvard next year. Studying G-erman all the time 
now. Can't euter till I know German. This book's 
Otto's Grammar. It's a mighty good book to^get 
the ich hahe gehaht haben'a out of. But I don't 
really study when I'm knocking around this way. If 
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the notion takes me, I just run over my little old 
ioA Kobe gtkahti du hast gehaht, tr hat gehaht, zvir 
haben gehaht, ihr habet gehaht, sie haben gehaht — 
kind of " Now-I-lay-me-down-to-sleep " &sMon, you 
knov, and after that, maybe I don't buckle to it 
again for three days. It's awful undermining to the 
intellect, German ia ; you want to take it in small 
doses, or first you know your brains all run together, 
and you feel them sloshing around in your head aaiue 
as so much drawn butter. But French is different ; 
French ain't anything. I ain't any more afraid of 
French than a tramp's afraid of pie ; I can rattle off 
my little /ori, tu as, il a, and the rest of it, juat aa 
easy as a-b-c, I get along pretty well in Paris, or 
anywhere where they speak French. What hotel you 
stopping at ? ' 

' The Schweitzerhof.' 

' No I is that so ? I never see you in the big re- 
ception room. I go in there a good deal of the time, 
because there's so many Americans there. I make 
lots of acquaintances. You been up the Eigi yet ? ' 

'No.' 

'Going?' 

' We think of it.' 

' What hotel you going to stop at ?' 

' I don't know.' 

' Well, then, j'ou stop at the Schreiber — ^it's full 
of Americans. Wliat ship did you come over in ?' 

' " City of Chester." ' 

< Ob, yes, I remember I asked yon that before. 
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But I always ask everybody what ship they came 
over in, and so sometimes I forget and aek again. 
You going to Geneva ? ' 

'Yee.' 

' What hotel you going to stop at ? ' 

' We expect to stop in a pension.' 

' I don't hardly believe you'll like that ; there's 
very few Americans in the pensions. What hotel are 
you stopping at here ? " 

* The Schweitzerhof,' 

' Oh, yes, I asked you that . before, too. But I 
always ask everybody what hotel they're stopping at, 
and so I've got my head all mixed up with hotelB. 
But it makes talk, and I love to talk. It refreshes 
me up so — don't it you — on a trip like this ? ' 

' Yes — sometimes.' 

' Well, it does me, too. As long as I'm talking I 
never feel bored — ain't, that the way with you ? ' 

'Yes — generally. But there are exceptions to 
the rule.' 

' Oh, of course. / don't care to talk to every- 
body m/yedf. If a person starts in to jabber -jabber- 
jabber about scenery, and history, and pictures, and 
all sortfi of tiresome things, I get the bn-tods mighty 
soon. I say, " Well, I must be going now — hope 111 
see yon ^ain " — and then I take a walk. Where 
you from ? ' 

' New Jersey.' 

' Why, bother it all, I asked you thai before, 
too. Have you seen the Lion of Lucerne ? ' 
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lyH * / believe that is all.' 

*Not yet.' 

' Nor I, either. But tbe man who told me about 
Mount Pilatus says it's one of the things to see. It's 
twenty-eight feet long. It don't seem reasonable, 
but be said so, anyway. He saw it yesterday ; said 
it was dying then, so I reckon it's dead by tbiatime. 
But that ain't any matter, of course they'll stuff it. 
Did you say the children are yours — or kers'i^ 

'Mine.' 

' Ob, so you did. Are you going up the .... 
no, I asked you that. What ship .... no, I asked 
you that, too. What hotel are you .... no, you 
told me that. Let me see .... um .... oh, what 
kind of a voy .... no, we've been over that ground 
too. Um .... um .... well, I believe that is 
all. Bonjour — I am very glad to have made your 
acquuntance, ladies. Outen Tag.' 
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CHAPTEE XXVIII 

The Rigi-Kulm is an imposing Alpine mass, 6,000 
feet high, which stands by itself, and commands a 
mighty prospect of blue lakes, green valleys, and 
snowy momitiiins — a compact and magnificent pic- 
ture three hundred miles in circumference. The 
ascent is made by rail, or horseback, or on foot, as 
one may prefer. I and my agent panoplied ourselves 
in walking costume, one bright morning, and started 
down the lake on the steamboat ; we got ashore at 
the village of Waggis, three quarters of an hour dis- 
tant from Lucerne. This village is at the foot of the 
mountain. 

"We were soon tramping leisurely up the leafy 
mule- path, and then the talk began to flow, as usual. 
It was twelve o'clock noon, and a breezy, cloudless 
day ; the ascent was gradual, and the glimpses, from 
under the curtaining boughs, of blue water, and tiny 
sail boats, and beetling clifTs, were as charming as 
glimpses of dreamland. All the circumstances were 
perfect — aqd the anticipationa, too, for we should 
soon be enjoying, for the first time, that wonderful 
spectacle, an Alpine sunrise — the object of out jour- 
ney. There was (apparently) no real need to burry^ 
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for the guide-book made the walking distance from 
Wii^lifl to the Hummit only three hours and a 
quarter. I say ' apparently,' because the guide- 
book had already fooled ua once — about the distance 
from Allerheiligen to Oppenau — and for aught I 
knew it might be getting ready to fool us again. 
We were only certain as to the altitudes — we calcu- 
hited to find out for ourselves how many hours it is ' 
from the bottom to the top. The summit is 6,000 
feet above the sea, but only 4,500 feet above the 
lake. -When we had walked half an hour, we were 
fairly into the awing and humour of the undertaking, 
so we cleared for action ; that is to say, we got a 
boy whom we met to carry our alpenstocks, and 
satchel, and overcoats and things for us ; that left us 
free for business. 

I suppose we must have stopped oftenerto stretch 
out on the grass in the shade and take a bit of a 
smoke than this boy was uLcd to, for presently he 
asked if it had been our idea to hire him by the 
job or by the year. We told him he could move 
along if he was in a huiry. He aaid be wasn't in 
such a very particular hurry, but he wanted to get to • 
the top while he was young. We told him to clear 
out then, and leave the things at the uppermost hotel 
and say we should be along presently. He said he 
would secure us a hotel if he could, but i^ they were 
all full he would ask them to build another one 
and hurry up and get the paint and plaster dry 
against we arrived. Still gently chaffing us he 
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pushed ahead, up the trail, and eoon disappeared. 
By six o'clock we were pretty high up in the air, and 
the view of lake and mountains had {•^'eatly grown 
in breadth and interest. We halted a while at a little 
public house, where we bad bread and cheese and a 
qiiart or two of fresh milk, out on the porch, with the 
big panorama all before us — and then moved on again. 

Ten minutes afterwards we met a hot, red-faced 
man plunging down the mountain, with mighty 
strides, swinging his alpenstock ahead of him and 
taking a grip on the ground with its iron point to 
support these big strides. He stopped, fanned him- 
self with his bat, swabbed the perspiration from bis 
face and neck with a red handkerchief, panted a 
moment or two, and asked how far it was to W^gis. 
I said three hours. He looked surprised and said — 

' Why, it seems as if I could toss a biscuit into the 
lake from here, it's so close by. Is that an inn there ? ' 

I said it was. 

' Well,' said he, ' I can't stand another three hours, 
Fre had enough for to-day ; I'll take a bed there.' 

I asked — 

' Are we nearly to the top ? ' 

' Nearly to the io'p ! Why, bless your soul, you 
haven't really started yet-' 

I said we would put up at the inn too. So we 
turned back and ordered a hot supper, and had quite 
a jolly evening of it with this Englishman. 

The German landlady gave us neat rooms and 
nice beds, and when I and my agent turned in, it 
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wae with the resolutioQ to be up early and make the 
utmost of aur first Alpine Btmrise. But of course 
we were dead tired, and slept like policemen ; so 
when we awoke in the morning and ran to the win- 
dow it was already too late, because it was balf-past 
eleven. It was a sharp disappointment. However, 
we ordered breakfast and told the landlady to call 
the Englishman, but she said he was already up and 
off at daybreak — and swearing mad about something 
or other. We coidd not find out what the matter 
was. He bad asked the landlady the altitude of her 
place above the level of the lake, and she had told 
him fourteen himdred and ninety-five feet. That 
was all that was said ; then he lost his temper. He 

said that between fools and guide-books, a man 

could acquire ignorance enough in twenty-four hours 
in a country like this to last him a year. Harris be- 
lieved our boy had been loading him up with rois- 
information ; and this was probably the case, for bis 
epithet deaciibed that boy to a dot. 

We got under way about the turn of noon, and. 
pidled out for the summit again, with a fresh and 
vigorous step. When we had got about two hundred 
yards, and stopped to rest, I glanced to the left 
while I was lighting my pipe, and in the distance 
detected a long worm of black smoke crawling lazily 
up the steep mountain. Of course that was the 
locomotive. We propped ourselves on our elbows at 
once, to gaze, for we had never seen a mountain rail- 
way yet. Presently we could make out the train. 
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It seemed iacredible that the thing ehould creep 
straight up a sharp slant like the roof of a house 
— but there it was, and it was doing that very 
miracle. 

In the course of a couple of hours we reached a 
fine breezy altitude where the little shepherd-huta 
had big stones all over their roofs to bold them down 
to the earth when the great storms rage. The 
country was wild and rocky about here, but there 
were plenty of trees, plenty of moss, and grass. 

Away off on the opposite shore of the lake we 
could see some villages, and now for the first time we 
could observe the real difference between their pro- 
portions and those of the giant mountains at whose 
feet they slept. When one is in one of those villages 
it seems spacious, and its houses seem_ high and 
not out of proportion to tlie mountain that over- 
hangs them — but from our altitude, what a change I 
The mountains were bigger and grander than ever, 
SiS they stood there thinking their solemn thoughts 
with their heads in the drifting clouds, but the vil- 
lages at their feet — when the painstaking eye could 
trace them up and find them — were so reduced, 
so almost invisible, and lay so flat against the groimd, 
that the exactest simile I can devise is to compare 
them to ant-deposits of granulated dirt over-shadowed 
by the huge bulk of a cathedral. The steamboats 
skimming along under the stupendous precipices 
were diminished by distance to the daintiest little 
toys, the sail-boats and row-boats to shallops proper 
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for fairies tbat keep house in the cups of lilies and 
ride to coait on the backB of bumble-bees. 

Presently we came upon half a dozen sheep nib- 
bling gra^ in the spiay of a stream of clear water 
that sprang from a rock wall a hundred feet high, 
and all at once our ears were startled with a melodious 
'Lul. . .1 ... .1 ....lul-lul-Johee-o-o-o!' peeling joy- 
ously from a near but invisible source, and recognised 
that we were hearing for the first time the famous 
Alpine jodd in its own native wilde. And we re- 
cognised, also, that it was that sort of quaint com- 
mingling of baritone and falsetto which at home we 
call ' Tyrolese warbling.* 

The jodling (pronounced yodling— empbaais on 
the o) continued, and was very pleasant and inspirit- 
ing to hear. Now the jodler appeared — a shepherd 
boy of sixteen — and in our gladness and gratitude 
we gave him a Sranc to jodel some more. So he 
jodeled, and we listened. We moved on presently, 
and be generouBly jodeled ub out of sight. After 
about fifteen minutes we came acroas another shepherd 
boy who was jodling, and gave him half a franc to 
keep it up. He also jodeled us out of sight. After 
that, we found a jodler every ten minutes ; we gave 
the first one eight cents, the second one six cents, ' 
the third one four cent*, the fourth one a peimy, 
contributed nothing to Nos. 5, 6, and 7, and during 
the remainder of the day hired the rest of the jodlers, 
at a franc apiece, not to jodel any more. There is 
somewhat too much of this jodling in the Alps. 
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About the middle of the afternoon we passed 
through a prodigious natural gateway called the 
Felsenthor, formed by two enormous upright rocks, 
with a third lying across the top. There was a very 
attractive little hotel close by, but our energies were 
not conquered yet, so we went on. 

Three hours afterward we came to the railway 
track. It was planted straight up the mount^n 
with the slant of a [adder that leans gainst a house, 
and it seemed to us that a man would need good 
nerves who proposed to travel up it or down it 
either. 

During the latter part of the afternoon we cooled 
oiu: roasting interiors with ice-cold wat«r (torn clear 
streama, the only really satisfying water we had 
tasted since we left home, for at the hotels on the 
continent they merely give you a tumbler of ice to 
soak your water in, and that only modifies its hot- 
ness, doesn't make it cold. Water can only he made 
cold enough for summer comfort by being prepared 
in a refrigerator or a closed ice-pitcher. Europeans 
say ice water impairs digestion. How do they know? 
— they never drink any. 

At ten minutes past six we reached the Kalthad 
station, where there is a spacious hotel with great 
verandahs which command a majestic expanse of lake 
and mountain scenery. We were pretty well fagged 
out now, but as we did not wish to miss the Alpine 
sunrise, we got through with our dinner as quickly 
as possible and hurried off to bed. It was unspeak- 
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ably comfortable to stretch our weary limba between 
the cool damp sheets. And how we did sleep ! — for 
there is no opiate like Alpine pedestrianism. 

In the morning we both awoke and leaped out of 
bed at the same instant and ran and Btripped aside 
the window cuitains ; but we suffered a bitter dis- 
appointment again : it was already half-past three 
in the afternoon. 

We dressed sullenly and in ill spirits, each accu- 
Biog the other of ove^-sleeping. Harris said if we 
had brought the courier along, as we ought to have 
done, we should not have missed these sunrises. I 
, said he knew very well that one of us would have 

^ had to sit up and wake the courier; and I added 

that we were having trouble enough to take care of 
ourselves on this climb, without having to take care 
of a courier besides. 

During breakfast our spirits came up a little^ 
since we found by the guide-book that in the hotels 
on the summit the tourist i? not left to trust to luck 
for his Buniise, but is roused betimes by a man who 
goes through the halls with a great Alpine horn, 
blowing blasts that would raise the dead. And there 
was another consoling thing : the guide-book said 
that up there on the summit the guests did not wait 
to dress much, but seized a red blanket and sailed 
out arrayed like an Indian. This was good; this 
would be romantic; two hundred and fifty people 
grouped on the windy summit, with their hair flying 
and their led blankets flapping, in the solemn 
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presence of the snowy ranges and the messenger 
splendours of the coming son, would be a Btriking 
and menaorable spectacle. So it was good luck, 
not ill luck, that we had missed those other sun- 
rises. 

We were informed by the guide-book that we 
were now 3,228 feet above the level of the lake — 
therefore full two-thirds of our journey had been 
accomplished. We got away at a quarter past four 
P.M. ; a hundred yards above the hotel the railway 
divided ; one track went straight up the steep hill, 
the other one turned square off to the right, with a 
very slight grade. We took the latter, and followed 
it more than a mile, turned a rocky comer and came 
in sight of a handsome new hotel. If we had gone 
on, we should have arrived at the summit, but Harris 
preferred to ask a lot of questions — a£ usual, of a 
man who didn't know anything — and he told us to 
go back and follow the other route. We did so. 
We could ill afford this loss of time. 

We climbed and climbed ; and we kept on 
climbing ; we reached about forty summits, but there 
was always another one just ahead. It came on to 
rain, and it rained in dead earnest. We were soaked 
through, and it was bitter cold. Next a smoky fog 
of clouds covered the whole region densely, and we 
took to the railway ties to keep from getting lost. 
Sometimes we slopped along in a narrow path on the 
left hand side of the track, but by and by, when the 
fog blew aside a little and we saw that we were 
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treading til e rampart of a precipice, and that our left 
elbows were projecting over a perfectly boundless and 
bottomless vacancy, we gasped, and jumped for the 
ties again. 

The night shut down, dark, and drizzly, and cold. 
About eight in the evening the fog lifted and showed 
us a well worn path which led up a very steep rise to 
the left. We took it, and as soon as we had got far 
enough from the railway to render the finding it 
again an impossibility, the fog shut down on us once 

We were in a bleak imsheltered place now, and 
had to trudge right along in order to keep warm, 
though we rather expected to go over a precipice 
sooner or later. About nine o'clock we made an im- 
portant discovery — that we were not in any path. 
We groped around a while on our hands and knees, 
but could not iind it ; so we sat down in the mud and 
the wet scant grass to wait. We were terrified into 
this by being suddenly confronted with a vast body 
which showed itself vaguely tor an instant, and in the 
next instant was smothered in the fog again. It was 
really the hotel we were after, monstrously magnified 
by the fog, but we took it for the face of a precipice 
and decided not to try to claw up it. 

We sat there an hour, with chattering teeth and 
quivering bodies, and quarrelled over all sorts of trifles, 
but gave most of our attention to abusing each other 
for the stupidity of deseitiog the railway track. We 
sat with our backs t-o that precipice, because what 
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little wind there waa came from that quarter. At some 
time or other the fog thimied a little ; we did Dot 
know when, for we were feeing the empty imiverse 
and the thinness could not show ; hut at laet Harris 
happened to look around, and there stood a huge, 
dim, spectral hotel where the precipice had been. 
One could faintly discern the windoiire and chimneys, 
and a dull blur of lights. Our first emotion was 
deep, unutterable gratitude, our next was a foolish 
rage, bom of the suspicion that possibly the hotel 
had been visible three-quarters of an hour while we 
sat there in those cold puddles quarrelling. 

Yes, it waa the Rigi-Kulm hotel — the one that 
occupies the extreme summit, and whose remote little 
sparkle of lights vre had often seen glinting high aloft 
among the stars from our balcony away down yonder 
in Lucerne. The crusty pettier and the crusty clerks 
gave us the surly reception which their kind deal in 
in prosperous times, but by mollifying them with fto 
extra display of obseqmousness and servility we 
finally got them to show us to the room which our 
boy had engaged for ub. 

We got into some dry clothing, and while our 
supper was preparing we loafed forsakenly through a 
couple of vast cavernous drawing-rooms, one of 
which had a stove in it. This stove was in a comer, 
and densely walled around with people. We could 
not get near the fire, so we moved at large in the 
arctic spaces, among a multitude of people who sat 
silent, amileless, forlorn, and shivering — thinking 
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what fools they were to come, perhapE. There were 
some Americans, and some G-ermans, but one could 
Bee that the great majority were English. 

We lomiged into an apartment where there was 
a great crowd, to see what was going on. It was a 
memento-magazine. The tourists were eagerly buy- 
ing all sorts and styles of paper-cutters, marked 
' Souvenir of the Rigi,' with handles made of the 
little curved horn of the ostensible chamois ; there 
were all manner of wooden goblets and such things, 
similarly marked. I was going to buy a paper-cutter, 
but I believed I could remember the cold comfort 
of the Rigi-Kulm without it, so I smothered the 
impulse. 

Supper warmed ub, and we went immediately to 
bed ; but first, as Mr. Baedeker requests all tonriats 
to call his attention to any errors which they may 
find in his guide-books, I dropped him a line to in- 
form him that when he said the foot-joumey from 
Wa^^s to the summit was only three hours and a 
quarter, he missed it by just about three days. I 
had previously informed him of his mistake about 
the distance from Allerheiligen to Oppenau, and had 
also informed the Ordnance Department of the Ger- 
man Government of the same error in the imperial 
maps. I will add, here, that I never got any answer 
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We curled up in the clammy beds, and went to 
sleep without rockiug. We were so sodden with 
fatigue that we never stirred nor turned over till the 
booming blasts of the Alpine horn aroused us. It 
may well iw imi^ned that we did not lose any time. 
We snatched on a few odds and ends of clothing, 
eocooned ourselves in the proper red blankets, and 
plunged along the halla and out into the whistling 
wind bare-headed. We saw a tall wooden scaffolding 
on the very peak of the summit, a hundred yuds 
away, and made for it. We rusbed up the stairs to 
the top of this scafTolding, and stood there, above the 
vast outlying world, with hair flying and ruddy 
blankets waving and cracking in the fierce breeze. 

' Fifteen minutes too late, at least I ' said Harris, 
in a vexed voice. ' The sun is clear above the 
horizon.' 

' No matter,' I said, ' it is a most magnifioent 
spectacle, and we will see it do the rest of its rising, 
anyway.' 

In a moment we were deeply absorbed in the 
marvel before us, and dead to everything else. The 
great cloud-barred disk of the sun stood j ust above a 
limitless expanse of tossing white-caps— bo to speak 
— a billowy chaos of massy mountain domes and 
peaks draped in imperishable snow, and flooded with 
an opaline glory of chauging and dissolving splen- 
dours, whilst through rifts in a black cloud-bank 
above the sun, radiating lances of diamond dust shot 
to the zenith. The cloven valleys of the lower 
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world swam in a tinted mist which veiled the nigged- 
Tiess of their crags and ribs and ragged forests, and 
turned all the forbidding region into a soft and rich 
and sensuous paradise. 

We could not speak. We could hardly breathe. 
We could only gaze in dnmken ecstasy and drink 
it in. Presently Harris exclaimed — 

'Why, nation, it's going down!' 

Perfectly true. We had missed the fn/ymvng 
hom-blow, and slept all day. This was stupefying. 
Harris said, — 

' Look here, the sun isn't the spectacle— it's «8 — 
stacked tip here on top of this gallows, in these 
idiotic blankets, and two hundred and fifty well- 
dressed men and women down here gawking up at 
us and not caring a straw whether the sun rises or 
sets, as long as they've got such a ridiculous spec- 
tacle as this to set down in their memorandum-books. 
They seem to be laughing their ribs loose, and there's 
one girl there that appears to be going all to pieces. 
I never saw such a man as you before. I think you 
are the very last possibility in the way of an ass.' 

' What have / done ? ' I answered with heat. 

' What have you done ? You've got up at half- 
past seven o'clock in the evening to see the sim rise, 
that's what you've done.' 

' And have you done any better, I'd like to know ? 
I always used to get up with the lark, till I came 
under the petrifying influence of your tui^d in- 
tellect.' 
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' You used to get up with the lark 1 Oh, no 
doubt ; youll get up with the hangman one of 
these days. But you ought to be ashamed to be 
jawing here like this, in a red blanket, on a forty- 
foot scaffold on top of the Alps. And no end of 
people down here to boot ; this isn't any place for 
an exhibition of temper.' 

And BO the customary quarrel went on. When 
the sun was fairly down, we slipped baok to the hotel 
in the charitable gloaming, and went to bed again. 
We bad encountered the horn-blower on the way, 
and he had tried to collect compensation, not only 
for announcing the sunset, which we did see, but for 
the sunrise, which we had totally missed, but we said 
no, we only took our solar rations on the * European 
plan ' — pay for what you get. He promised to make 
us hear his horn in the morning, if we were alive. 
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He kept his word. We heaxd his bom and instantlj 
got up. It was dark aod cold and wretx^hed. As I 
fumbled around for tfae matches, knocking things 
down with my quaking bands, I wished tbe sun 
would rise in the middle of the day, when it was 
warm and bright and cheerful, and one wasn't sleepy. 
We proceeded to dress by the gloom of a couple of 
sickly candles, but we could hardly button anything, 
our handa shook so. I thought of how many happy 
people there were in Europe, Asia, and America, and 
everywhere, who were sleeping peacefully in their 
beds and did not have to get up and see the Rigi 
sunrise — people who did not appreciate their advan- 
b^e, as like as not, but would get up in the morning 
wanting more boons of Providence. While thinking 
these thoughts I yawned, in a rather ample way, and 
my upper teeth got hitched on a nail over tbe door, 
and whilst I was mounting a chair to free myself, 
Hams drew the window curtain and said — 

* Oh, this is luck ! We shan't have to go out at 
all; yonder are the mountains, in full view.' 

That was glad news, indeed. It made us cheerful 
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right away. One could see the grand Alpine masses 
dimlj outlined against the black firmameat, and one 
or two faint stars blinking through rifts in the night. 
Fully clothed, and wrapped in blankets, we huddled 
ourselves up, by the window, with lighted pipes, and 
fell into chat, while we waited in esceeding comfort 
to see how an Alpine sunrise was going to look by 
candle light. By-and-by a delicate, spiritual sort of 
effulgence spread itself by imperceptible degrees over 
the loftiest altitudes of the snowy wastes — but there 
the effort seemed to stop. I said, presently — 

' There is a hitch about this sunrise somewhere. 
It doesn't seem to go. What do you reckon ie the 
matter with it ? ' 

'I don't know. It appears to hang fire some- 
where. I never saw a sunrise act like that before. 
Can it be that the hotel is playing anything on ue ? ' 

' Of course not. The hotel merely has a property 
interest in the sun, it has nothing to do with the 
management of it. It is a precarious kind of pro- 
perty, too ; a succession of total eclipses would pro- 
bably ruin this tavern. Now what can be the matter 
with this sunrise ? ' 

Harris jumped up and said — 

' Tye got it I I know what's the matter with it I 
We've been looking at the place where the sun set 
last night ! ' 

' It is perfectly true I Why couldn't you have 
thought of that sooner ? Now we've lost another one. 
And all through your blundering. It was exactly like 
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you to light a pipe and sit down to wait for the sitn 
to rise in the west.' 

' It was exactly like me to find out the mistake, 
too. You never would have found it out. I find out 
all the mistakes.' 

' You make tbem all, too, else your most valuable 
faculty would be wasted on you. But don't stop to 
quarrel now ; maybe we are not too late yet.' 

But we were. The sun was well up when we got 
to the exhibition ground. 

On our way up we met the crowd returning — 
men and women dressed in all sorts of queer costumes, 
and exhibiting all degrees of cold and wretchedness 
in their gaits and countenances. A dozen stiU re- 
mained on the ground when we reached there, hud- 
dled together about the scaffold with their backs to 
the bitter wind. They had their red guide-books 
open at the diagram of the view, and were painfully 
picking out the several mountains and trying to im- 
press their names and positions on their memories. 
It was one of the saddest sights I ever saw. 

Two sides of this place were guarded by railings, 
to keep people from being blown over the precipices. 
The view, looking sheer down into the broad valley, 
eastward, from this great elevation — almost a per- 
pendicular mile — was very quaint and curious. 
Counties, towns, billy ribs and ridges, wide stretches 
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detail — saw it just as the birds aee it— and all re- 
duced to the smallest of scales and as sharply worked 
out and finished a^ a steel engraving. The numerous 
toy villages, with tiny spires projecting out of them, 
were just as the children might have left them when 
done with play the day before ; the forest tracts were 
diminished to cushions of moss ; one or two big lakes • 
were dwaifed to ponds, the smaller ones to puddles — 
though they did not look like puddles, but like blue 
ear-drops which had fallen and lodged in slight de- 
pressions, conformable to tbeir shapes, among the 
moss-beda and the smooth levels of dainty green 
farm-land ; the microscopic steamboats glided along, 
as in a city reservoir, taking a mighty time to cover 
the distance between ports which seemed only a yard 
apart ; and the isthmus which separated two lakes 
looked as if one might stretch out on it and lie with 
both elbows in the water, yet we knew invisible 
wagons were toiling across it and finding the distance 
a tedious one. This beautiful miniature world had 
exactly the appearance of those ' relief maps ' which 
reproduce nature precisely, with the heights and 
depressions and other details graduated to a reduced 
scale, and with the rocks, trees, lakes, &c., coloured 
after nature. 

I believed we could walk down to Waggis or 
Vitznau in a day, but I knew we could go down by 
rail in about an hour, so I chose the latter method. 
I wanted to see what it was like, anyway. The train 
came along about the middle of the forenoon, and aa 
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odd thing it was. The locomotive boiler stood on 
end, and it and the whole locomotive were tilted 
sharply backward. There were two passenger cars, 
roofed, but wide open all around. Tbeae cars were 
not tilted back, but the seats were ; this enables the 
passenger to sit level while going down a steep incline. 
► There are three railway tracks ; the central one 
is cogged ; the ' lantern wheel ' of the engine grips 
its way along these cogs, and pulls the train up the 
hill or retards its motion on the down trip. About 
the same speed — three miles an hour — is maintained 
both ways. Whether going up or down, the loco- 
motive is always at the lower end of the train. It 
pushes, in the one ca^ braces back in the other. 
The passenger rides backward going up, and faces 
forward going down. 

We got front seats, and while the train moved 
along about fifty yards on level ground, I was not the 
least frightened ; but now it started abruptly down 
stairB, and I caught my breath. And I, like my 
neighbours, unconsciously held back, all I could, and 
threw my weight to the rear, but of course that did 
no particular good. I had slidden down the balusters 
when I was a boy, and thought nothing of it, but to 
slide down the balusters in a railway train is a y-ing 
to make one's Sesh creep. Sometimes we had as 
much as ten yards of almost level ground, and this 
gave us a few full breaths in comfort ; hut straights 
way we would turn a comer and see a long steep line 
of rails stretching down below us, and the comfort 
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was at an end. One expected to see the locomotive 
pause, or slack up a little, and approacli tMs plunge 
cautiously, but it did nothing of the kind ; it went 
calmly on, and when it reached the jumping-off 
place it made a sudden bow, and went gliding 
smoothly down stairs, untroubled by the circum- 
stances. 

It was wildly eshilarating to slide along the edge 
of the precipices after this grisly fashion, and look 
straight down upon that far-off valley which I was 
describing a while ago. 

There was no level ground at the Kaltbad station ; 
the railbed was as steep as a roof; I was curious to 
see how the stop was going to lie managed. But it 
was very simple ; the train came sliding down, and 
when it reached the right spot it just stopped — that 
was. all there was 'to it' — stopped on the steep 
incline, and when the exchange of passengers and 
ba^age bad been made, it moved off and went 
sliding down again. The train can be stopped 
anywhere, at a moment's notice. 

There ^as one curious effect, which I need not 
take the trouble to describe, because I can scissor a 
description of it out of the railway company's ad- 
vertising pamphlet, and save my ink : 

' On the whole tour, particularly at the Descent, 
we undergo an optical iUosion which often seems to 
be incredible. All the shrubs, fir-trees, stables, 
houses, &c., seem to be bent in a slanting direction, 
as by an immense pressure of air. They are all 
standing awry, so much awry that the chalets and 
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cottages of the peaaantfi seem to be tumbling down. 
It is the coDsequence of the Eteep inclination of the 
line. Those who are seated in the carriage do not 
obBerre that they are going down a declivity of 20" 
to 25° (their seats being adapted to this course of 
proceeding and being bent down at their backs.) 
They mistake their carriage and its horizontal lines 
for a proper measure of the normal plain, and there- 
fore all the objects outside, which really are in a 
horizontal position, must show a disproportion of 20° 
to 25° declivity, in r^^ard to the mountain.' 

By the time one reaches Kaltbad, he has 
acquired confidence in the railway, and he now 
ceases to try to ease the locomotive by holding 
back. Thenceforward he smokes his pipe in serenity, 
and gazes out upon the magnificent picture below 
and about him with unfettered enjoyment. There 
is nothing to interrupt the view or the breeze ; it is 
like inspecting the world on the wing. However, to 
be exact, there is one place where the serenity lapses 
for a while ; this is while one is crossing the 
Sehnurrtobel Bridge : a frail structure which swings 
its gossamer frame down through the dizzy air, over 
a gorge, like a vagrant spider-strand. 

One has no di£Bculty in remembering his sins 
while the train is creeping down this bridge; and he 
repents of them, too ; though he sees, when he gets 
to Vitznau, that he need not have done it, the bridge 
was perfectly safe. 

So ends the eventful trip which we made to the 
Rigi-Kulm to see an Alpine sunrise. 



c,q,t,=cdbvGoogle 



CHAPTER XXX. 

An hour's sail brought us to Lucerne again. I judged 
it best to go to bed and rest several days, for I knew 
that the man who undertakes to make the tour of 
Europe on foot must take care of himself. 

Thinking over my plans, as mapped out, I per- 
ceived that they did not take in the Furka Pass, the 
Khone Glacier, the Finsteraarhoni, the Wetterhom, 
&c. I immediately examined the guide-book to see 
if these were important, and found they were ; in 
fact, a pedestrian tour of Europe could not be com- 
plete without them. Of course that decided me at 
once to see them, for I never allow myself to do 
things by halves, or in a slurring, slip-shod way. 

I caUed in my agent and instructed him to go 
without delay and make a careful examination of 
these noted places, on foot, and bring me back a 
written report of the result, for insertion in my book. 
I instructed him to go to Hospenthal as quickly as 
possible, and make his grand start from there; to 
extend his foot expedition as far as the Giesbach fall, 
and return to me from thence by diligence or mule. 
I told him to take the courier with him. 

He objected to the courier, and with some show 
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of reason, Biace lie was about to venture Upon nev 
and imtried ground ; but I thought he might as well 
learn how to take care of the courier now as later, 
therefore I enforced my point. I said that the trou- 
ble, delay, and iacoavenience of travelling with a 
courier were balanced by the deep respect which a 
courier's presence commands, and I must insist that 
as much style be thrown into myjoumeys as possible. 
So the two assumed complete mountaineering 
costumes and departed. A week later they returned, 
pretty well used up, and my agent handed me the 
following 

Official Report 

Of a Visit to the Furka Region. By H. Harris^ 

Agent. 

About 7 o'clock in the morning, with perfectly 
fine weather, we started from Hospentbal, and arrived 
at the maison on the Furka in a little under quatre 
hours. The want of variety in the scenery from 
Hospenthal made the kahkahpiytieeka wearisome ; but 
let none be discouraged : no one can fail to be com- 
pletely recompeneee for his fatigue, when he sees, for 
the first time, the monarch of the Oberland, the tre- 
mendous Finsteraarhom. A moment before all was 
dulness, but a pae further has placed us on the sum- 
mit of the Furka ; and exactly in front of us, at a 
hopow oi only fifteen miles, this magnificent moun- 
tain lifts its snow-wreathed precipices into the deep 
blue sky. The inferior mountains on each side of 
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the pass fonn a sort of frame for the picture of their 
dread lord, and close la the view so completely that no 
other prominent feature in the Oberland is visible 
from this bong-a-bong ; nothing withdraws the at- 
tention from the solitary grandeur of the Finateraar- 
hom and the dependent spurs which form the 
abutments of the central peak. 

With the addition of some others, who were also 
bound fot the Gtimsel, we formed a large xhvloj as 
ve descended the ateg which winds round the shoulder 
of a mountain toward the fihone glacier. We soon 
left the path and took to the ice ; and after wander- 
ing amongst the crevasses un peu, to admire the 
wonders of th^e deep blue caveme, and hear the 
rushing of waters through their sul^Iacial ohanneh, 
we struck out a course towards VaiUre cat6 and crossed 
the glacier successfully, a little above the cave firom 
which the infant Khone takes its first bound from 
under the grand precipice of ice. Half a mile below 
this we began to climb the flowery side of the Meien- 
wand. One of our party started before the rest, but 
the Hitze was so great, that we found hvm quite ex- 
hausted, and lying at full length in the shade of a 
large Oeatem. We sat down with him for a time, 
for all felt the heat exceedingly in the climb up this 
very steep bohooggoly, and then we set out again to- 
gether, and arrived at last near the Dead Man's Lake, 
at the foot of the Sidelbom. This lonely spot, once 
used for an extempore biuying-place, after a sangui- 
nary battiie between the French and Auatrians, is the 
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perfection of desolation : there is nothing in sight to 
mark the hand of man, except the line of weather- 
beaten whitened posts, set up to indicate the direction 
of the pass in the owdawakk of winter. Near this 
point the footpath joins the wider track, which con- 
nects the CrrimBel with the head of the Rhone 
scknawp : this has been carefully constructed, and 
leads with a tortuous course among and over les 
jjMrreSjdown to the bank of the gloomy little swosA- 
etoosh, which almost washes against the walls of the 
Grimeel Hospice. We arrived a little before 4 o'clock 
at the end of our day's journey, hot enough to justify 
the step, taken by most of the paHi«, of plunging 
into the crystal water of the snow-fed lake. 

The nest afternoon we started for a walk up the 
TJoteraar glacier, with the intention of, at all events, 
getting as iar as the Sutte which is used as a sleeping^ 
place by most of those who cross the Strahleck Pass 
to Grindelwald, We got over the tedious collection 
of stones and dibria which covers the pied of the 
Oletcker, and had walked nearly three hours from the 
Grimsel, when, just as we were thinking of crossing 
over to the right, to climb the oliEFs at the foot of 
the hut, the clouds, whic^ had for some time assumed 
a threatening appearance, suddenly dropped, and a. 
huge mass of them, driving towards us from the 
Finsteraarbom, poured down a deluge of hahoolong 
and hail. Fortunately, we were not far irom a very 
large glader table ; it was a huge rock balanced on 
a pedestal of ice high enough to admit of our all 
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creeping under it for powkarak. ■ A stream of 
pucleittypukk had furrowed a course for itself in the 
ice at its base, and we were obliged to stand with one 
Fuss on each side of this, and endeavour to keep 
ourselves chavd by catting steps in the steep bank 
of the pedestal, so as to get a higher place for stand- 
ing on, as the waeser rose rapidly in its trench. A 
very cold bzzzzzszzeeeee accompanied the storm, and 
made our position far from pleasant ; and presently 
came a flash of Blitzen, apparently in the middle of 
our little party, with an instantaneona clap of yokhy, 
Rounding like a large gun fired close to our ears : the 
effect was startling ; but in a few seconds our atten- 
tion was fixed by the roaring echoes of the thunder 
against the tremendous mountains which completely 
surrounded us. This was followed by many more 
bursts, none of welche, however, was so dangerously 
near ; and after waiting a long tiemi-hour in our icy 
prison, we sallied out to walk through a kaboolong 
which, though not so heavy as before, was quite 
enough to give us a thorough soaking before our 
arrival at the Hospice. 

The Gximsel ia certain6ment a wonderful place 
situated at the bottom of a sort of huge crater, the 
sides of which are utterly eavage Gebirge, composed 
of barren rocks which cannot even support a single 
pine arbre, and afford only scanty food for a herd of 
gmwkwllolp, it looks as if it must be completely 
beg^-ahen in the winter snows. Enormous avalanches 
fi\l against it every spring, sometimes covering every- 
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thing to the depth of thirty or forty feet ; and, in 
spite of walls four feet thick, and furnished with out- 
side iron shutters, the two men who stay here when 
the voyageurs are snugly quartered in their distant 
homes can tell you that the snow sometimes shakes 
the house to its foundations, 

Next morning the kogglebumguUv^p still con- 
tinued bad, but we made up our minds to go on, and 
make the best of it. Half an hour after we started 
the Regen thickened unpleasantly, and we attempted 
to get shelter under a projecting rock, but being far 
too TUiSB already to make standing at all agreSahle, 
we pushed on for the Handeck, consoling ourselves 
with the reflection that from the furious rushing of 
the river Aar at our side, we should at all events see 
the celebrated WasBer/all in grande perfection. 
Nor were we napperBOcket in our expectation ; the 
water was roaring down its leap of 250 feet in a most 
m^^iScent frenzy, while the trees which cling to its 
rocky sides swayed to and fro in the violence of the 
hurricane which it brought down with it : even the 
stream, which falls into the main cascade at right 
angles, and totutfois forms a beautiful feature in the 
scene, was now swollen into a raging torrent ; and 
the violence of this ' meeting of the waters,' about 
fifty feet below the frail bridge where we stood, was 
fearfully grand. While we were looking at it, gliick- 
lickew^se a gleam of sunshine came out, and instantly 
a beautiful rainbow was formed by the spray, and 
hung in mid fur suspended over the awful gorge. 
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On going into the chalet above the fall, we were 
informed that a Brucke had broken down near Gut- 
tanen, and that it would be impossible to proceed 
for some time : accordingly we were kept in our 
drenched condition for tirie Stunde, when some 
voyageurs arrived from Meyringen, and told us that 
there had been a trifling accident, ahen that we 
coidd now cross. On arriving at the spot, I was 
much inclined to suspect that the whole story was 
a ruse to mate us doimvk, and drink the more in 
the Handeck Inn, for only a few planks had been 
carried away, and though there might perhaps have 
been some difficulty with mules, the gap was cer- 
tainly not larger than a m-mbglx might cross with a 
very slight leap. Near G-uttanen the kahoolong 
happily ceased, and we had time to walk ourselves 
tolerably dry before arriving at Eeichenbach, wo we 
enjoyed a good di/ni at the Hotel des Alps. 

Next morning we walked to Rosenlaui, the beait, 
id^ of Swiss scenery, where we spent the middle 
of the day in an excursion to the glacier. This was 
more beautiful than words can describe, for in the 
constant progress of the ice it has changed the form 
of its extremity, and formed a vast cavern, as blue 
as the sky above, and rippled like a frozen ocean. A 
few steps cut in the whoof^amhoreehoo enabled us 
to walk completely under this, and feast our eyes 
upon one of the loveliest objects in creation. The 
glacier was all around divided by numberless fissures 
of the same exquisite colour, and the finest wood- 
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looked equally dark, but. in another hoi^r I found I 
could just Bee the form of the latter ; ao I jumped 
out of bed, and forced it open, though with difficulty, 
from the froet and the quantities of gnillic heaped 
up against it. 

A row of huge icicles hung down from the edge 
of the roof, and anything more wintry than the whole 
ATihlicfc could not well be imagined ; but the sudden 
appearance of tlie great mountains in front was so 
startling that I felt no inclination to move towards 
bed again. The snow which had collected upon la 
fenetre had increased the Finatemiea oder der Dun- 
kelheit, bo that when I looked out I was surprised to 
find that the daylight was considerable, and that the 
balragoomah would evidently rise before long. Only 
the brightest of he etoUea were still shining ; the sky 
was cloudless overhead, though small curling mists 
lay thousands of feet below us in the valleys, wreathed 
aroimd the feet of the mountains, and adding to the 
splendour of their lofty summits. We were soon 
dressed and out of the house, watching the gradual 
approach of dawn, thoroughly abBorbed in the first 
near view of the Oberland giants, which broke upon 
ua unexpectedly after the intense obscurity of the 
evening before. ^ Kabaugwakko songwaakee Kv/m. 
Wetterhom snavrpo ! ' cried some one, as that grand 
summit gleamed with the first rose of dawn : and in 
a few moments the double crest of the Schreckhom 
followed its example ; peak after peak seemed warmed 
with life, the Jnngfrau blushed even more beautifully 
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than her neighbours, and soon, from the Wetterhom 
in the East _to the Wildstrubel in the West, a lon^ 
row of fires glowed upon mighty altars, truly worthy 
of the gods. The wlgw was very severe ; our sleep- 
ing place could hardly be diatinguei! from the snow 
around it, which had fallen to the depth of a JHrk 
during the past evening, and we heartily enjoyed a 
rough scramble en bos to the (xiesbach ialls, where 
we soon found a warm climate. At noon the day 
before at Grindelwald the thermometer could not 
have stood at less than 100° Fahr. in the sun ; and 
in the evening, judging from the icicles formed, and 
the state of the windows, there muBt have been at 
least twelve dingblatter of frost, thus giving a change 
of 80° during a few hours. 

I said, — 

' You have done well, Harris ; this report is con- 
cise, compact, well expressed ; the language is crisp, 
the descriptions are vivid and not needlessly elabo- 
rated ; youi' report goes straight to the point, attends 
strictly to business, and doesn't fool around. It is in 
many ways an excellent document. Sut it has a 
fault, — it is too learned, it is much too learned. 
What is " dingblatter " ? ' 

* Dingblatter is a Fiji word meaning "degrees."' 
' You knew the English of it, then ? * 

* Oh, yes.' 

' What is " gniUie " ? ' 

' That is the Esquimaux term for " snow." ' 

' So you knew the English for that, too ? * 
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' Why, certainly.' 

* What does " rnrnhglx " stand for ? ' ^ 
' That is Ziilu for pedestrian.' 

' " While the form of the Wellhom looking down 
upon it completes the enchanting " bopple." What 
is " hopple " ? ' 

* Picture. It's Choctaw.' 
' What is *' sckTiawp " ? ' 

' Valley. That is Chocktaw, also.' 
' What is " bolwoggoly " ? ' 
' That is Chinese for " MIL" ' 



' Ascent. Choctaw.' 

'But we were again overtaken by bad "hoggle- 
bumguUup." W^hat does hogglebumgullup mean ? ' 

' That is Chinese for " weather." ' 

* Is hogglebumgullup better than the English 
word? Is it any more descriptive ?' 

' No, it means just the same.' 

' And dingblatter and gnillic, — and bopple, and 
schnawp, — are they better than the English words ? ' 

' No, they mean just what the English ones do ? ' 

' Then why do you use them ? Why have you 
used all this Chinese and Choctaw and Zulu rubbish ? ' 

' BecauEe I didn't know any French but two or 
three words, and I didn't know any Latin or Grreek 
ataU.' 

' That is nothing. Why should you want to use 
foreign words, anyhow ? ' 

' To adorn my page. They all do it.' 
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* Who is " all " ? ' 

' Everyjjody. Everybody that writes elegantly. 
Anybody has a right to that wants to.' 

' I think you are mistaken.' I then proceeded 
in the following scathing manner : — ' When really 
learned men write books for other learned men to 
read, they are justified in using as many learned 
words as they please — their audience will under- 
stand them ; but a man who writes a book for tfae 
general public to read is not justified in disfiguring 
his pages with untranslated foreign expressions. It 
is wi insolence toward the majority of the purchasers, 
for it is a very frank and impudent way of saying, 
'*Gret the translations made yourself if you want 
them; this book is not written for the ignorant 
classes." There are men who know a foreign lan- 
guage so well, and have used it so long in their daily 
life, that they seem to discharge whole volleys of it 
into their English writings unconsciously, and so 
they omit to translate, as much as half the time. 
That is a great cruelty to nine out of ten of the 
man's readers. What is the excuse for this ? The 
. writer would say he only uses tfae foreign language 
where the delicacy of his point cannot be conveyed 
in English. Very well, then he writes his best 
things for the tenth man, and he ought to warn the 
other nine not to buy his book. However, the ex- 
cuse he offers is at least an excuse ; but there is 
another set of men who are like you : they know a 
ivord here and there, of a foreign language, or a ftw 
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beggarly little three-word phrases, filched from the 
back of the Dictionary, and these they, are contin- 
ually peppering into their literature; with a pretence 
of knowing that language, — what excuse can they 
offer ? The foreign words and phrases which they 
use have their esact equivalents in a nobler lan- 
guage,^ — English ; yet they think they " adorn their 
page " when they say Slraaae for street, and Bah/nhof 
for railway-station, and so on, — flaunting these But- 
tering rags of poverty in the reader's face and imag- 
ining he will be ass enough to take them for the 
sign of untold riches held in reserve. I will let your 
" learning " remain in your report ; you have as 
much right, I suppose, to " adorn your page " with 
Zulu and Chinese and Choctaw rubbish, as others of 
your sort have to adorn theirs with insolent odds and 
ends smouched from half-a-dozen learned tongues 
whose a-h ahs they don't even know.' 

When the musing spider steps upon the red-hot 
shovel, he first exhibits a wild surprise, then he 
shrivels up. Similar was the effect of these blister- 
ing words upon the tranquil and unsuspecting Agent. 
I can be dreadfLdly rough on a person when the mood 
takes me. 
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Wb now prepared for a considerable walk — from Lu- 
cerne to Interlaken, over the Biiinig Pa^s. Bufc at 
the last moment the weather was so good that I 
changed my mind and hired a fuur-horse carriage. 
It was a huge vehicle, roomy, as easy in its motion 
aa a palanquin, and exceedingly comfortable. 

We got away pretty early in the morning, after 
a hot breakfast, and went bowling along over a hard, 
smooth road, through the summeT loveliness of Swit- 
zerland, with near and distant lakes and monntaius 
before and about ua for the entertainment of the eye, 
and the music of multitudinous birds to charm the 
ear. Sometimes there was only the width of the road 
between the imposing precipices on the right and 
the clear cool water on the left with its shoals of un- 
catchable fishes skimming about throogh the bars of 
sun and shadow ; and sometimes, in place of the 
precipices, the grassy land stretched away, in an ap- 
parently endless upward slant, and was dotted every- 
where with snug little chalets, the peculiarly capti- 
vating cottage of Switzerland. 

The ordinary chalet turns a broad, honest gable 
end to the road, and its ample roof hovers over the 
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home in a protecting, caressing way, |H:oiecting its 
sheltering eaves far outward. The quaint windows 
are filled with Little panes, and garnished with whit« 
muslin curtains, and brightened with boxes of bloom- 
ing flowers. Across the front of the houEe, and up 
the spreading eaves, and along the fanciful railings 
of the shallow porch, are elaborate carvings — wreaths, 
fruits, arabesques, verses from Scripture, names, dates, 
&c. The building is .wholly of wood, reddish brown 
in tint, a very pleasing colour. It generally has 
vines climbing over it. Set such a house against 
the fresh green of the hillside, and it looks ever so 
cosy and inviting and picturesque, and is a decidedly 
graceful addition to the landscape. 

One does not find out what a hold the chalet has 
taken upon him, until he presently comes upon a 
new house — a bouse which is aping the town fashions 
of Germany and France, a prim, hideous, straight- 
up-and-down-thing, plastered all over on the outside 
to look like stone, and altogether so stiff, and formal, 
and ugly and forbidding, and so out of tune with the 
gracious landscape, and so deaf and dumb and dead 
to the poetry of its surroundings, that it su^ests an 
undertaker at a picnic, a corpse at a wedding, a 
puritan in Paradise. 

In the course of the morning we passed the spot 
where Pontius Pilate is said to have thrown himself 
into the lake. The legend goes that after the Cruci- 
fizioD his conscience troubled him and he fled from 
Jerusalem and waiidered about the earth, weary of 



c,q,t,=cdbvGoogle 



3i6 Birthplace of Santa Claus. 

life and a prey to tortures of the mind. Eventually 
he hid himself away, on the heights of Mount 
Pilatus, and dwelt alone among the clouds and crags 
for years ; but rest and peace were still denied him, 
BO he finally put an end to his misery by drowning- 
himself. 

Presently we passed the place where a man of 
better odour was bom. This was the children's 
friend Santa Claus, or St. Nicholas. There are some 
unaccountable reputations in the world. This saint's 
is an instance. He has ranked for ages as tbe 
peculiar friend of children, yet it appears he was 
not much of a friend to his own. He had ten of 
them, and when fifty years old he left them, and 
sought out as dismal a refuge from the world as 
possible and became a hermit in order that he 
might reflect upon pious themes without being dis- 
turbed by the joyous and other noises from the nur- 
sery, doubtless. 

Judging by Pilate and St. Nicholas, there exists 
no rule for the construction of hermits : they seem 
made out of all kinds of material. But Pilate 
attended to the matter of expiating his sin while he 
was alive, whereas St. Nicholas will probably have 
to go on climbing down sooty chimneys, Christmas 
Eve, forever, and conferring kindness on other 
people's children, to make up for deserting his own. 
His bones are kept in a church in a village (Sach- 
seln), which we visited, and are naturally held in 
great reverence. His ^portrait is common in the 
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farm-houseB of the region, but is believed by many 
to be but an indifferent likeness. During his her- 
mit life, according to the legend, he partook of the 
bread and wine of the communion once a month, 
but all the rest of the month he foEted. 

A constant marvel with us, as we sped along the 
bases of the steep mountains, on this journey, was, 
not that avalanches occur, but that they are not oc- 
curring all the time. One does not understand why 
rocks and landslidea do not plunge down these de- 
clivities daily. A landslip occurred three quarters 
of a century ago, on the route from Arth to Brunnen, 
which was a formidable thing. A mass of con- 
glomerate two miles long, a thousand feet broad, 
and a hundred feet thick, broke away from a cliff 
three thousand feet high aud hurled itself into the 
valley below, bur3dng four villages and five hundred 
people, as in a grave. 

We had such a beautiful day, and such endless 
pictures of limpid lakes, and green hills and valleys, 
and majestic mountains, and milky cataracts dancing 
down the steeps and gleaming in the sun, that we 
could not help feeling sweet toward all the world ; 
so we tried to drink all the milk, and eat all the 
grapes and apricots and benies, and buy all the 
bouquets of wild flowers which the little peasant 
boys and girls offered for sale ; but we had to retire 
from this contract, for it was too heavy. At short 
distances — and they were entirely too short — all 
along the road, were groups of neat and comely 
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childven, with their wares nicely aad temptingly 
Bet forth in the graaa under the shade trees, and as 
soon as we approached they swarmed into the road, 
holding out their baskets and milk bottles, and ran 
beside the cairiage, barefoot and bareheaded, and 
importuned as to buy. They seldom desisted early, 
bet continued to nm and insist — beside the waggon 
while they could, and behind it until they lost 
breath. Then they turned and chased a returning 
carriage back to their trading post ^ain. After 
several hours of this, without any intermission, it 
becomes almost annoying. I do not know what we 
should have done without the returning carriages to 
draw off the pursuit. However, there were plenty 
of these, loaded with dusty tourists and piled high 
with lugg^e. Indeed, from Lucerne to Interlaken 
we had the spectacle, among other scenery, of an 
unbroken procession of fruit pedlars and tourist 
carriages. 

Our talk was mostly anticipatory of what we 
should see on the down grade of the Briinig, by-and- 
by, after we should pass the summit. All our friends 
in Lucerne had said that to look down upon Mei- 
ringen, and the rushing blue-gray river Aar, and 
the broad level green valley ; and acro&s at the 
mighty Alpine precipices that lise straight up to the 
clouds out of that valley; and up at the micro- 
scopic chalets perched upon the dizzy eaves of those 
precipices and winking dimly and fitfully through 
the drifting veil of vapour ; and still up and up, at 
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the superb OUaehihach and the other beautiful cas- 
cades that leap &01D those rugged heights, robed in 
powdery spray, rufSed with foam, and girdled wit^ 
lainbowa — to look upon these things, they said, was 
to look upon the last possibility of the sublime and 
the enchanting. Therefore, as I say, we talked 
mainly of these coming wonderB ; if we were con- 
scious of any impatience, it was to get there in 
favourable season ; if we felt any anxiety, it was 
that the day might remain perfect, and enable us to 
see those marvels at their best. 

As we approached the Kaiserstubl, a part of the 
harness gave way. We were in distress for a moment, 
but only a moment. It was the fore-and-aft gear 
that was broken — ^the thing that leads aft from the 
forward part of the horse and is made fast to the 
l^ng that pulls the waggon. In America this 
would have been a heavy leathern strap; bnt all 
over the continent it is nothing but a piece of rope 
the size of your little finger— clothes-liue is what it 
is. Cabs use it, private carriages, ireight carte and 
waggons, all sorts of vehicles have it. In Munich I 
afterwards saw it used on a long waggon laden with 
iifty-four half-barrels of beer ; I had before noticed 
that the cabs in Heidelbei^ used it ; — ^not new rope, 
but rope that had been in use since Abraham's time — 
and I had felt nervous, sometimes, behind it, when 
the cab was tearing down a hilL But I had long 
been accustomed to it now, and had even become 
a&aid of the leather strap which belonged in its 
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place. Our driver got a fresh piece of clotheB-line 
out of bia locker and repaired the break in two 
miautes. 

So much for one European feshion. Every 
country has ita own ways. It may interest the 
reader to know how they * put horses to ' on tbe 
continent. The man stands up the horses on each 
side of the thing that projects from the front end of 
tbe waggon, and then throws the tangled mess of 
gear on top of tbe horses, and passes the thing that 
fjoes forward, through a ring, and hauls it aft, and 
passes tbe other thing through the other ring and 
hauls it aft on the other side of the other horse, 
opposite to the first one, after crossing them and 
bringing the loose end back, and then buckles the 
other thing underneath the horse, and takes another 
thing and wraps it around the thing I spoke of 
before, and puts another thing over each horse's head, 
with broad flappers to it to keep the dust out of his 
eyes, and puts the iron thing in his mouth for bim 
to grit his teeth on, up hill, and brings tbe ends of 
these things aft over his back, after buckling another 
one around under his neck to hold his bead up, and 
hitching another thing on a thing that goes over 
his shoulders to keep his head up when he is climb- 
ing a hill, and then takes the slack of the thing 
which I mentioned a while ago, and fetches it aft 
and makes it fast to the thing that pulls the waggon, 
and hands the other things up to tbe driver to steer 
with. I never have buckled up a horse myself, but 
I do not think we do it that way. 
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We had four very handsome horses, and the 
driver was very proud of his tnrn-out. He would 
bowl along on a reasonable trot, on the highway, 
but when he entered a village he did it on a furious 
run, and accompanied it with a frenzy of ceaseless 
whip crackings that sounded like volleys of mus- 
ketry. He tore through the narrow streets and 
around the sharp curves like a moving earthquake, 
showering his volleys as he went, and before him 
swept a continuous tidal wave of scampering chil- 
dren, ducks, cats, and mothers clasping babies which 
they had snatched out of the way of the coming 
destruction ; and as this living wave washed aside, 
along the walls, its elements, being safe, forgot their 
fears and turned their alluring gaze upon that 
gallant driver till he thundered around the next 
curve and was lost to sight. 

He was a great man to those villagers, with his 
gaudy clothes and his terrific wajrs. Whenever he 
stopped to have his cattle watered and fed with loaves 
of bread, the villagers stood around admiring him 
while he swaggered about, the little boys gazed up 
at his face with humble bomi^e, and the landlord 
brought out foaming mugs of beer and conversed 
proudly with him while he drank. Then he mounted 
his lofty box, swung his explosive T^hip, and away he 
went again, like a storm. I had \at seen anything 
like this before since I was a boy, "and the stage used 
to flourish through the village with the dust flying 
and the horn tooting. 
TOL. :. T 
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When ve reached the base of the Kaiserstuhl, we 
took two more horses ; we had to toil along with 
difficulty for an hour and a half or two hours, for Uie 
ascent was not very gradual, hut when we passed the 
backbone and approached the station, the driver sur- 
passed all his previous eSbrts in the way of rush and 
clatter. He could not have six horses all the time, 
BO he made the most of his chance while he had it. 

Up to this point we had been in the heart of the 
William Tell region. The hero is not forgotten, by 
any means, or held in doubtful veneration. Hi a 
wooden im^e, with his bow drawn, above the doors 
of taverns, was a frequent feature of the scenery. 

About noon we arrived at the foot of the Briinig 
pass, and made a two-hour stop at the village hotel, 
another of those clean, pretty, and thoroughly well- 
kept inns, which are such an astoniahment to people 
who are accustomed to hotels of a dismally different 
pattern in remote country towns. There was a lake 
here, in the lap of the great mountains, the green 
slopes that rose toward the lower crags were graced 
with scattered Swiss cottages nestling among roini- 
alure farms and gardens, and from out a leafy ambus- 
cade on the upper heights ttunbled a brawling 
cataract. 

Carriage after carri^^ laden with tourists and 
trunks, arrived, and the quiet hotel was soon popu- 
lous. We were early at the U^^ d'hSte and saw the 
people all come in. There were twenty-five, perhaps. 
They were of various nationaUties, but we were the 
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only AmericanB. Nest to me sat an English bride, 
and next to her sat her new hueband, -nhom ahe 
called ' Neddy,' though he was big enough and stal- 
wart enough to be entitled to his full name. They 
bad a pretty little lover's quarrel over what wine 
they diould have. Neddy was for obeying the guide- 
book and taking the wine of the country ; but the 
bride said — 

' What, that nahsty stuff ! ' 

' It isn't nahsty, Pet, it's quite good.' 

' It is nahsty.' 

* No, it iarCt nahsty.' 

' It's oful nahsty, Neddy, and I slianb't drink it.' 

Then the question was, what she must have. She 
said he knew very well that she never drank anything 
but champagne. She added — 

' You know very well papa always has champagne 
on his table, and Fve always been used to it.' 

Neddy made a playful pretence of being dis- 
tressed about the expense, and this amused her bo 
much that she nearly exhausted herself with laughter, 
and this pleased him, so much that he repeated his 
jest a couple of times, and added new and kiUing 
varieties to it. When the bride finally recovered, she, 
gave Neddy a love-box on the arm with her fan, and 
said with arch severity — 

' Well, you would have, me — nothing else would 
do — so you'll have to make the best of a bad bargain. 
Ho order the champagne, I'm oful dry.' 
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So with a mock ^oan which made her laugh 
t^;aia, Neddy ordered the champagne. 

The fact that this young woman had never 
moistened the eelvedge edge of her soul with a less 
plebeian tipple than champagne, had a marked and 
subduing effect upon Harris. He believed she be- 
longed to the royal family. But I had my doubts. 

We beard two or three different languages spoken 
by people at the table, and guessed out the nation- 
alities of most of the guests to our satisfaction, but 
we failed with an elderly gentleman and his wife and 
a young girl who sat opposite us, and with a gentle- 
man of about thirty-five who sat three seats beyond 
Harris. We did not hear any of these speak. But 
finally the last-named gentleman left while we were 
not noticing, but we looked up aa he reached the far 
end of the table. He stopped there a moment, and 
made his toilet with a pocket comb. So be was 
a German ; or else he had lived in German hotels 
long enough to catch the fashion. When the elderly 
couple and the young girl rose to leave, they bowed 
respectfully to us. So they were Germans, too. This 
national custom is worth six of the other one, for 
export. 

After dinner we talked with several Englishmen, 
and they inflamed our desire, to a hotter degree than 
evei', to see the sights of Meiringen from the heights 
of the Brunig pass. They said the view was marvel- 
lous, and that one who had seen it once could never 
forget it. They also spoke of the romantic nature of 
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the road over the pass, and how in one place it had 
been cut through a flank of the solid rock, in 8uch a 
way that the mountain overhung the tourist as he 
passed by ; and they furthermore said that the sharp 
turns in the road, and the abruptnesB of the descent, 
would afford us a thrilling experience, for we should 
go down in a flying gallop and seem to be spinning 
around the rings of a whirlwind, like a drop of whisky 
descending the spirals of a corkscrew. I got all the 
information out of these gentlemen that we could 
need; and then, to make everything complete, I 
asked them if a body could get hold of a little fruit 
and milk here and there, in case of necessity. They 
threw up their hands in speechless intimation that 
the road was simply paved with refreshment pedlars. 
We were impatient to get away now, and the rest of 
our two-hour stop rather dragged. But finally the 
set time arrived and we began the ascent. Indeed it 
was a wonderful road. It was smooth, and compact, 
and clean, and the aide nest the precipices was 
guarded all along by dressed stone posts about three 
feet high, placed at short distances apart. The road 
could not have been better built if Napoleon the First 
had built it. He seems to have been the introducer 
of the sort of roads which Europe now uses. All 
literature which describes life as it existed in Eng- 
land, France, and Germany up to the close of the last 
century, is filled with pictures of coaches and carriages 
wallowing through these three countries in mud and 
slush half-wheel deep; but after Xapoleon had 
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floundered throagb a conquered kingdom be generally 
arranged things so that the rest of the world could 
follow dry shod. 

We went on climliing, higher and higher, and 
curving bitter and thither, in the shade of noble 
wooda, and with a rich variety and profuEion of wild 
flowers all about us ; and glimpses of rounded grassy 
back-bones below us occupied by trim chalets and 
nibbling sheep, and other glimpses of fer lower 
altitudes, where distance diminished the chtilets to 
toys and obliterated the sheep altogether; and every 
now and then some ennined monarch of the Alps 
swung magnificently into view for a moment, then 
drifted past an intervening spur and disappeared 
again. 

It was an intoxicating trip, altogether ; the ex- 
ceeding sense of satisfaction that follows a good 
dinner added largely to the enjoyment ; the having 
something especial to look forward to, and muse 
about, like the approaching grandeurs of Meiring^a, 
sharpened the zest. Smoking was never so good 
before, solid comfort was never solider ; we lay back 
against the thick cushions, silent, meditative, steeped 
in felicity. 

I rubbed my eyes, opened them, and started. 
I had been dreaming I was at sea, and it was a 
thrilling surprise to wake up and And land all around 
me. It took me a couple of seconds to ' come to,* 
as you may say ; then I took in the situation. The 
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horses were drinking at a trotigli in the edge of a 
town, the driver was taking beer, Harris was snoring 
at my side, the courier, with folded arms and bowed 
head, was sleeping on the box, two dozen barefooted 
and bareheaded children were gathered about the 
carriage, with their hands crossed behind, gazing up 
with serious and innocent admiration at the dozing 
tom-ists baking there in the sim. Several small giils 
held night-capped babies nearly as big as themselves 
in their arms, and even these fat babies seemed to 
take a sort of sluggish interest in us. 

We had slept an hour and a half and missed all 
the scenery ! I did not need anybody to tell me 
that. If I had been a girl, I could have cursed for 
vexation. As it was, I woke up the agent and gave 
him a piece of my mind. Instead of being humili- 
ated, he only upbraided me for being so wanting 
in vigilance. He said he had expected to improve 
his mind by coming to Europe, but a man might 
travel to the ends of the earth with me and never 
see anything, for I was manifestly endowed with the 
very genius of ill-luck. He even tried to get up 
some emotion about that poor courier, who never 
got a chance to see anything, on account of my 
heedlessneas. But when I thought I had borne 
about enough of this kind of talk, I threatened to 
make Harris tramp back to the summit and make 
a report on that scenery, and this suggestion spiked 
his battery. 

We drove sullenly through Brienz, dead to the 



L:„ri.^..:.vGoOg[c 



32S Recovery 0/ Spirits. 

seductions of its bewildering array of Swiss carvings 
and the clamorous ^o-hooing of its cuckoo clocks, 
and had not entirely recovered our spirits when we 
rattled across the bridge over the ruBhlng blue river 
and entered the pretty town of Interlaken. It was 
just about sunset, and we had made the trip from 
Lucerne in ten hours. 
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